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FRANCIS, EARL OF MOIRA> 

General in His Mttjesty^s Forces, Master General of 
the Ordnance, Constable 0/ the Toiccr, Etc. 

MY LORD, 

IT is impossible to think of addressing 
a Dedication to your Lordship without 
calling to mind the well-known reply of 
the Spartan to a rhetorician, who pro- 
posed to pronounce an eulogium on Her- 
cules. " On Hercules !" said the honest 
Spartan, " who ever thought of blaming 
Hercules?" In a similar manner the 
concurrence of public opinion has left to 
the panegyrist of your Lordship a Very 
superfluous task. I shall therefore be 
silent on the subject, and nieroly entreat 
your indulgence to the very humble 
tribute of gratitude, which I have here 
the honour to present. 

I am, MV LORD, 

With every feeling of attachment and 
respect. Your Lordship's very devoted 
Servant, 

THOMAS MOORE. 

27, Bury Street, S(. JiWiri,\ > 
.Vt7 10, 7:;f<: < 
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PREFACE. 

THE principal poems in the following Ctfl- 
IcctioQ were written daring an absence of 
fourteen inoatlis from Europe. Though cu- 
riosity was certainly not the motive of my 
voyage to America, yet it happened that the 
gratification of curiosity was the only advan- 
tage which I derived from it. Finding myscU' 
in the country of a new people, whose infancy 
had promised so much, and whose progress 
1 J maturity has been an object of such inter- 
csLiiij speculation, I determined to employ 
ihc sliort period of time, which my plan of 
roturn to Europe aflforded me, in travelling 
tliroug^h a few of the States and acquiring 
some knowledge of the inhabitants. 

T!ie impression, which my mind received 
iVom the character and mahncrs of these rc> 
publicaiij. nu^'^eAed the Epistles which arc 
written from the city of Washington and Lake 
Erio.'* I low far I was right, in thus assuming* 
the tono of a satirist against a people wiiom 1 
viewed but as a stranger and a visitor, is u 
doubt which my feelings did not allow mc 
time to investigate. All I presume to answer 
fji- ii the fulclity of the picture which I havv^ 
giV(.;:i ; and tliough prudence might have dic- 
tated gentler language, truth, I think, wouM 
have justified severer. 

» EpisOes VI, Vn et VIH, 



'V IRKl-ACL. 

I wenito America, with prepossessions \)y 
no means unfavourable, and indeed rather in- 
dulg-ed in many of those illusive ideas, with 
respect to the purity of the government and 
the primitive happiness of the people, which 
1 had early imbibed in my native country, 
wlicre, unfortunately, discontent at home en- 
hances every distant temptation, and the 
western world has lon^ been looked to as a 
retreat from real orimag^inary oppression; as 
the elysian Atlantis, where persecuted patri- 
ots might find their visions realized, and be 
welcomed by kindred spirits to liberty and 
repose. I was completely disappointed in 
every flattering- expectation which I had 
formed, and was inclined to say to America, 
as Horace says to his mistress^ " intcnlata ni- 
tcs." Brissot, in the preface to his travels, 
observes, that " a freedom in that country is 
carried to so high a degree as to border upon 
a state gf nature :" and there certainlv is a 
close approximation to savage life, not oaiy 
in the liberty which they enjoy, but in the 
violence of party spirit and of private ani- 
mosity which results from it. This illiberal 
zeal embitters all social intercourse : and, 
though 1 scarcely could hesitate in selecting 
the party, whose views appeared the more 
pure and rational, yet I was sorry to observe 
that, 4n asserting their opinions, tliey both as^ 
sume an equal share of intoleranoe ; the 
Democrats, consistently with their principles, 
exhibiting a vulgarity of rancour, which the 



PKEFAOE. n 

Kedepalists tbo often are so fopgx4ful of their 
cause as to imitate. 

The rude familiarity of the lot^er orders, 
and indeed the unpolished state of society in 
general, would neither surprise nor disgust if 
they seemed to flow from that simplicity of 
character^, that honest ignorance of the gloss 
of refinement, which may be looked for in a 
new and unexperienced people. But, when 
ive find them arrived at maturity in most of 
the yiccs, and all the pride, of civilization, 
while they are still so remote from its elegant 
characteristics, i^ is impossible not to feel that 
this youthful decay, this crude anticipation 
of the natural period of corruption, represses 
OTery sanguine hope of the future energy and 
greatness of America. 

I am conscious that, in venturing these few 
remarks, I have said just •enough to offend, 
and by no means sufficient to convince ; for 
the limits of a preface will not allow me to 
enter into a justification of my opinions, and 
1 am committed on the subject as effectually, 
as if 1 had written volumes in their defence. 
My reader, however, is apprized of the very 
cursory observation upon which these opin- 
ions are. founded, and can easily decide for 
liimself upon the degree of attention or con- 
fidence which they merit. 

With respect to the poems in general, which 
occupy the following pages, I know not in 
"what manner to apologize to the public for 
intruding upon their notice such a mass of 



~w«w«#M«u««^ uiuui;«3iiieni, iDese poei 
sibly would never bare been subn 
world. The glare of publication i 
for such im{»erfect productions : 
be shown but to the eye of friends 
dim light of privacy, which is as 
to poetical as to female beauty, ai 
a veil for faults, while it enhances e 
which it displays. Besides, this i 
riod for the idle occupations of j 
times like the present require talen 
five and more useful. Few hav* 
leisure to read such trifles, and '. 
j*egTct th»t I liavc had the Icisu; 
fhom.. 
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TO 



i40RD VISCOUNT STRANGFORD. 
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TO 

LORD VISCOUNT STRANGFORD. 



ABOARD THE PIIIETON FRIGATE OfF THK AZOBE?, 

By Moonlight* 

Sweet Moon ! if iilEe Crotona's sage,'** ,* 

By any spell my hand.eould dare 
To make thy. disk its ample page, 

And write my thoughts, my wishes there - 
How many a friend, whose careless eye 
Now wanders o'er that starry sky. 
Should smile, upon thy orb to meet 
The recollection, kind and sweet, 
The rjEtveries of fond regret, 
The promise, never to forget, 
And all my heart and soul would send. 
To many a dear-lov'd, distant friend I 

Dh Strangford ! when we parted las! . 
[Jittlc thought the times were past, 
For ever past, when brilliant joy 
Was all my vacant heart's employ : 
When, fresh from mirth to mirth again. 

We thought the rapid hoiirs too few, 
Our only use for knowledge then 

To turn to rapture all we knew ! 

* Pythagoras; who- was supposed to have a 
power of writing upon the Moon by the means of a 
ina^ic mirror. See Bayle, Art, Pyihag. 
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Delicious days of whim and soul ! 

Wben, mingliDg' lore and laag'h togetli< 
We lean'd the book on pleaEure'E bowl. 

And turu'd the leaf with folly's featbeT 
I little thought that all were fled. 
That, ere that summer^ bloom waa shed, 
M; eje Bhonid see the sail unfnrl'd 
That waAs me to the western world '. 

And jet 'twas time-^in joulhful days, 
To cool the season^ burning <^ys> 
The heart may let its wanton wins' 
Repose awhile in pleasure's spring. 
But, if it wait for winter's breeze, 
The spring will dry, the heart will freeze 
And then, that Hope, that fairy Hope, 

Oh ! she awak'd mcb happy dreams, 
And gave my soul such tempting scope 

For all iti dearest, fondest schemes, 
That not Verona's child of song. 

When flying from the Phr^an sbore, 
With lighter hopes could bound abng. 

Or pant to be a wanderer more !* 

Kven now delnstre hope will steal 
Amid the dark reg^rets I feel. 



AND OTHER FOEMS* ^^^ 

thing as j^onder placid beam 
Pursues the murmurers of the deep^ 
id lights them with coDsoUog gleaoi; 
And smiles them into tranquil sleep ! 
1 ! such ft blessed night as this, 
I often tiiink, if friends were near, 
ow we should feel, and gaze with bliss 
Upon the moon-bright scenery here .' 
!ie sea is like a silvery lake, 
And, o'er its calm the vessel glid^ 
ently, as if it fear'd to wake 
The slumber of the silent tides ! 
le only envious cloud that lowers, 
Hath hung its shade on Pico's height,*^ 
here dimly, mid the dusk, he tower^ 
And scowling at this heavhi of light, 
ctilts to see the infant storm 
Cling darkly round his giant form ! 

Dw, could I range those verdant isl^s 

Invisible, at this soft hour, 

id sec the dooks, the melting smiles, 

That brighten many an orange bower ; 

ad could I lift each pious veil. 

And see the bhiohing cheek it shades, 

1 ! I should have full many a tale, 

To tell of young Azorian maids.f 

* Pico is a very high mountain on one of tht> 
ores, from which the Island derived its name. It 
laid by some to be as high as the Peak ofTenerilfe, 
I- I believe it is Guthrie who says, that the inha- 
ants of the Azores are much addicted to gallantry, 
lis is an assertion in which even Guthrie may be 
iditcd. 
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IS EPISTLES ODES, 

D^ar Strang FORD I at this hour, perhaps. 

Some faithful lover (not so blest 
As they, who in their ladies' laps 

May cradle every wish to rest,) 
Warbles, to touch his dear one's soul j 

These madri^ls, of breath divine, 
Which Camoens' harp from rapture stole 

And gave, all glowing- warm, to thine!* 
Oh ! could the lover learn from thee. 

And breathe them with thy graceful tone^ 
Such dear, beguiling minstrelsy 

Would make the coldest nymph his own ! 

But hark ! the boatswain's pipings tell 
^Tis time to bid my dream farewell :• 
Eight bells : — the middle watch is set ; 
Good night, my Strangford, ne'er forget 
That far bjeyond the western seaf 
Is one, whose heart remembers thee I 

* These islands belong to ihe Portuguese. 

•f Froii Capt. Cockhurn, who commanded the 
Pbaetou, 1 received such kind attentions as I must 
<^ver remember with gratitude. As some of the 
journalists have gravely asserted that i went tu 
America to speculate in lands, it may not be imper- 
tinent to state, that the object of this voyage across 
ibeAtalantic was my appointment to the office ol 
R<5gistra( of the Vice-Ariniiralty Court of Bermuda; 



a:sd otqer poEJi^. 11^ 



STANZAS. 



Quii05$£ tret* eixos 

iit TTfocipttvii raSi' 

FivudxE rav^^mo Mn erf ^eiv 37a;. 

^^schyl. Fragmtni, 



A BEAM of tranquillity smil'd in the west, 
The storms of the morning pursued us no 
more, 
'And the wave, while it welcom'd the moment 
of rest. 
Still heavM, as remembering" ills that were 
o'er! 

Serenely my heart took the hue of the hour. 
Its. passions were sleeping, were mute as 
the dead, 
And tlie spirit bccalm'd butremcmbcr'd their 
power, 
As the billow the force of the gale that wap 
fled! 

I thought of the days, when to pleasure alone 
My heart ever granted a wish or a sigh ; 

When the sadde&t cmoiion my bosom had 
known 
Was pity for those who wore wiser than I ' 



iO efisti.es, odes, 

t felt how the pure, intellectual fire 
In luxury loses its heavenly ray; 

How soon, in the lavishing cup of desire, 
The pearl of the soul may he melted away i 

4nd I prayed of that Spirit who lighted tlic 
flame, 
That pleasure no more mig-lit its purity dim ; 
And that sullied hut little, or brightly the 
same, 
I might give back the gem 1 had borrow'd 
from him ! 

The thought was ecstatic ! I felt as if Heaven 
Had already the wreath of eternity shown ; 

As if, passion all chasten^ and error forgiven, 
My heart had begun to be purely its own I 

I looked to the west, and the beautiful sky 
Which morning had clouded, was clouded 
no more : 
•■* Oh I thus,'' I exclaim'd, " can a heavenly 
eye 
" Shed light on the soul (hat was darkened 
before I 



AViTt OTHER FOEMS. ?1 

THE TELL-TALE LYRE. 

heard, there was in ancient d^ys 
Lyre of most melodious spell ; 
as hcav'n to hear its fairy lays, 
half be true that legends tell. 

as play 'd oh by the gentlest sighs, 
nd to their breath it breath'd again 
ich entrancing melodies 
5 ear had never drunk till then ! 

harmony's serenest touch 

» stilly could the notes prolong ; 

f were not heavenly song so much 

i they were dreams of heavenly song ! 

id the heart, whose murmuring air 
long, the chords in langopr stole, 
soothing^ it awakcn'd there 
ere eloquence from pity's soul I 

f the sigh, serene and light, 
as but the breath of fancied woes, 
string, that felt its airy flight, 
on whisper'd it to kind repose ! 

oh ! when lovers talkM alone, 
mid their bliss the I^yre was near, 
ade their murmurs all its own, 
id echoed notes that hcav'n might hear I ;<* 

•e was a njroph, who long had lov'd, 
it dar'd not tell the world how well ; 
shades, where she at evening roy'd, 
one could know, alone could tell. 
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'Twas tliere, at twilight time, she stole 
So oft, to make the dear-one bless'd, 

Whom lore had giv'n her virg-in soul, 
And nature soon gave all the rest I 

It chanced that in the fairy bower 
Where they had found their sweetest s 

This lyre, of strange and magic power,. 
Hung gently whispering o'er their hea 

And while, with eyes of mingling fire. 
They listenM to each other's vow, 

The youth full oft would make the Lyre 
A pillow for his angePs brow ! 

And while the melting words she breath'' 
On all its echoes wanton^ round. 

Her hair, amid the strings enwreath'd,. 
Through gt)lden mazes charm'd the soi 

Alas I their hearts but little thought, 
While thus entranc'd they listening la 

That every sound the Lyre was taught 
Should linger long, and long betray ! 

So mingled with its tuneful soul 
Were all their tender murmurs grown 

That other sighs unanswered stole, 
Nor changed the sweet, the treasur'd t 

Unhappy nymph ! thy name was sung 
To every pasting lip that sighed ; 

The secrets of thy gentle tongue 
On every ear in murmtin died ! 



AND OTHER POEMS. >S 

The fatal Lyre, by enry's hand 
Hung high, ainid the breezy groves, 

To every wanton gai^ that fann'd 
Betray 'd the mystery of your loves ! 

fet, oh ! — ^not many a suffering hour, 
Thy cup of shame on earth was g^v'n ; 

Benignly came some pitying Power, 
And took the Lyre and thee to Heaven ! 

There as thy lover dries the tear 
' Yet warm from life's malignant wrong?, 
Within his arms, thou lov'st to hear 
The luckless Lyre's remembered songs ! 

Still do your happy souls attune 
The notes itleam'd, on earth, to move ; 

Still breathing o'er the chords, commune 
In sympathies of angel love ! 



TO THE FLYING-PISH.* 

When I have seen thy snowy wing 
O'er the blue wave at evening s(Mring, 

* It it the' opinion of St. Austin upon Genesi!>, 
and I believe of nArly all the Fathers, that birds^ 
like fish, were onginally produced from the waters ; 
in defence of which idea they have collected every 
fancifiil circumstance which can tend to prove a 
kindred similitude between them ; (rvyyeniav roir 
nmuvois irpos ro vmro. With this thought in our 
minds when we first see the Fljnug-Fish, we could 
almost fiauicy, that we are present at the moment of 
creation, and witness the birth of the first bird from 
the waves. 
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When the dear hand, whose touches fill'd 
The leaf with sweetness may be chilled ! 
But hence, that gloomy thought ! at last, 
BeloTed Katel the waves are past : 
I tread on earth securely now, 
And the green cedar's living bough 
Breathes more refreshment to my eyes 
7?han could a Claude's divinest dies ! 
At length I touch the happy sphere 
To liberty and virtue dear. 
Where man looks up, and proud to claim 
His rank within the social frame, 
Sees a grand system round him roll, 
Himself its centre, sun and soul! 
Far from the shocks of Europe ; far 
From every wild elliptic star 
That, shooting with a devious fire, 
Kindled by heaven's avenging ire 
So oft hath into chaos burPd 
The systems of the ancient world ! 
The warrior here in arms no more^ 
Thinks of the toil, the conflict o^er, 
And glorying in the rights they woo 
For hearth and altar, sire and son. 
Smiles on the dusky webs that hide 
His sleeping swords remember^ pride ! 
While peace, with sunny cheeks of ttfij, 
Walks o^er the free, unlorded soil, 
Effacing with her splendid share 
The drops that war had sprinkled there; 
Thrice happy land I where he ^litv flies 
From the dark ills of othcrskies, 
From $jDorn,' or ihtnt's tinii^rriiig wtref. 
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' "'elcome to » n=? ^*^°'^ sand 
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TPhen I have felt, indignant felt, 
To think the glorious dreams should meffji 
Which oft, in boyhood's witching time, 
Have wrapt me to this wond'rous clime S 
But courage ; yet, my wavering heart ! 
Blame not the temple's meanest part,* 
Till you have traced the fabric o*er : — 
As yet, we have beheld no more 
Than just the porch to freedom's fane. 
And, though a sable drop* may stain 
The vestibule, 'tis impious sin 
To doubt there's holiness wiliiin ! 
So here I pause — and now, my Kate> 
To you (whose simplest ringlet's fate 
Can claim more interest, in my soul 
Than all the Powers from pole to pole) 
One word at parting : in the tone 
Most sweet to you, and most my own. 
The simple notes I send you here,f 
Though rude and wild, would still be dear^ 
If you but knew the trance of thought. 
In which my mind their murmurs caught. 
'Twas one of those enchanting dreams. 
That lull me oft, when music seems • 

* Norfolk, it must be owned, is an unfavourable 
specimen of Asienca. The characteristics of ^ir* 
gmia in general are not such as can delight efthev 
the politician or the moxalist) aiid at Norfolk they 
are exhibited in their leust attractive form. At the 
time when we arrived, ibp yellow ferer bad not yet 
disappeared, and every odour that assailed us in the 
streets very strongly accounted for its visitation. 

f \ trifling attempt at muaicial compositifm aCh 
cempanied tbisEiustle. 
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TO CARA, 

AFT£R AN IlfTE&TAL OF ABSEHCfT. 

Oomceal'd within the shady wood 
A mother 1^ her aleepiiig child, 

And flew, to cull her rustic food. 
The fruitage of the forest wild. 

But storms upon her path-way rise» 
The mother roams, astray and weeping 

Far from the weak appealing criees 
Of him she left so sweetly sleeping. 

i^he hopes, she fears ; a light is seen, 
And gentler blows the night wind's bre 

Yet no— 'tis gone — the storms are Keen, 
The baby may be chilled to death ; 

Perhaps his little eyes are shaded 
pim by death's eternal chill — 

And yet, perhaps, they are not faded, 
Life and lore may light them still. 

Thus, when my soul with parting sigh. 
Hung on my hand's bewildering tocid^ 

And timid ask'd that speaking eye. 
If parting pain'd thee half so much ; 

I thought, and, oh ! forgive the though^ 
For who, by eyes like thine inspir'd^ 

Could ere resist the flattering fault 
Qf fancying what his soul desirM f 
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Yes —I did think, in C aba'a nund. 
Though yet to Cajla'b mind unknoirtt^ 

I left one iofjeuit wish behind, 
One liseling, which I call'd my own! 

Oh blest! though but in fancy blest. 

How did I ask of pity's care, 
To shield and strengthen in thy breas^ 

The nursling I had cradled there. 

And, manyanhourbeguiPdbypleasure« 
And many an hour of sorrow numbering,^ 

I ne'er foigot the new-bom treasure* 
I left within thy bosom slumbering. 

Perhaps, indifference has not chill'd it« 

Haply, it yet a throb may give — 
Yet no — ^perhaps, a doubt has kill'd it! 

Oh, QAMJLl--doe* the infant live.' 



TO CARA, 

ON THE DAWNING OF A NCW TSAR'« DA¥. 

When midnight came to close the year, 
We sigh*d to think it thus should take 

The hours itg^ve us — hours as dear 
As sympathy and love conld make 

Their blessed moments ! erery sun 

Saw us, my lore, more closely one 1 
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'Mid the crowds of the world and the mu»« 

man of care 
I might sometimes converse with my nymph 

of the air. 
And turn with disgust from the clamorous 

crew, 
To steal in the pauses one whisper from you* 

Oh! come and be near me, for ever be 

mine, 
We shall hold in the air a communion dirine^ 
As sweet as, of old, was imagin'd to dwell 
In the grotto of Numa, or Socrates' cell. 
And oft, at those lingering moments of night. 
When the heart is weighed down and the eye-' 

lid is light, 
Fou shall come to my pillow and tell me of 

love, 
Such as angel to angel might whisper above i 
Oh Spirit !^-and then, could you borrow the 

tone 
Of that voice, to ray ear so bewitchingly 

known. 
The voice of the one upon earth, who has 

, twin'd 
With her essence for ever my heart and my 

mind ! 
Though lonely and far from the light of her 

smile, 
And exile and weary and hopeless the while« 
Could you shed for a moment that voice oa 

my ear, ' 
I wOl think at thatmoment my Caba is near. 



AND OTHER POEMS. 37 

That she comes with consoling enchantment 

to speak, 
And kisses my eyelid and sighs on myoheek^ 
And tells me, the ni^t shall go rapidly hy, 
For the dawn of our hope, of our heaven is 

nigh ! 

Sweet spirit ! if such be your magical power,' 
It will lighten the lapse of full many an hour ; 
And let fortune^s realities frown as they will, 
Hope, fancy, and Cara may smile for me stills 



PEACE AND GLORY. 

WRITTEN AT THE COMMENCEMEKT OF THE 
piUEBEIf T WAR. 

Where is now the smile that lightened 

Every hero's couch of rest ? 
Where is now the hope that brighten'd 

Honour's eye and pity's breast ? 
Have we lost the wreath we braided 

For our weaiy warrior men ? 
Is the fkithless olive faded. 

Must the bajT be plack'd agalin 

Passing hour of sunny weather 

Lovely in your light awhile. 
Peace and Gloi-y, wed together. 

Wander^ thpocrgli the btessed isle.' 
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And tbe eyes Qf peace would glistesgr 

Dewy as a morning sun, 
When the timid maid would listen 

To tbe deeds her chief had donci 

Is the hour of dalliance over ? 

Must the maiden's trembling fee^ 
Walt her from her warlike lover 

To the Desert's still retreat ? 
Fare you well ! with sighs we banish 

J^ymph so fair and guest so bright ; 
Tet the smile, with which you vanisbi 

Leaves behind a soothing light t 

Soothing light ! that long shall sparkle 

O'er your warrior's sanguine way. 
Through the field where horrors darkle^ 

Shedding hope's consoling ray ! 
Long the smile his heart will cherish^ 

To its absent idol true, 
While around him myriads perish, 

Glory still will sigh for you ! 



Te , 1801. 

To be the theme of every hour 
The heart devotes to fancy's power, 
When her soft magic fiUs the mind 
With friends and joys weVe left behin^ 
And joys return and friends are near, 
And dll stre wek;om^d with a tear 
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la the mind's purest seat to dwell, 

To be remember'd oft and well 

By one whose heart, though yain and wil^. 

By passion led, by youth beguil'd 

Can proudly still aspire to know 

The feelingf soul's divinest glow ! 

If thus to live in erery part 

Of a lone weary wanderer^ heart ; 

If thus to be its sole employ 

Can give thee one &int gleam of joy,. 

Beliere it, Mary ! oh ! believe 

A tongue that never ckn deceive, 

When passion doth not first betray 

And tinge the thought upon its way! 

In pleasure's dream or sorrow's hour, 

In crowded hall or lonely bower, 

The business of my life shall be. 

For ever, to r^ember thee ! 

And though that heart be dead to minej 

Since love is life and wakes not thine, 

ril take thy image, as the form 

Of something I should long to warm. 

Which, though it yield no answermg thrill* 

Is not less dear, is lovely still ! V 

m take it, whereso'er 1 stray, 

The bright, cold burthen of my way ! 

To keep this semblance fresh in bloon^ 

JSlj heaurt shall be its glowing tomb. 

And love shall lend his sweetest care. 

With memory to embalm it there ! 



'Tis now tbe me ureutu %,.. . 
And has become too pan 

Take back the kiss, that fa 

With all the warmth of t 

Tet, no — ^the iatal kiss may 

Upon thy lip its sweets woi 

Or bloom to make a rira 

Take back the rows that, 

My heart rec^iv'd, I tho 
Tet, no — allow them still t 

They might some other be 

As sweetly as they Ve rti 
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A BALLAD. 

-THE LAKE OF THE DISMAL SWAMP, 
vnxnzn at noaroLK, m tisoini*. 



'* They tell of a young man who lost his mind 
upon tlie death of a girl he loved, and who, sudden^ 
ly disappearing from his friends, was neyer after^ 
wards heard of. As he had frequently said in his 
ravings, that the girl was not dead, but eooe to the 
Distnal Swamp, it is supposed he had wandered 
into that dreary wilderness, and had died of hnngeis 
or been lost in some of its dreadful morasses.** 

Atumi, 

La Podsie a ses monstrescomme la nature. 



^' They made her a grave, too cold and dan\|^ 
" For a soul so warm and true ; 

" And she's gone to the Lake of the Dismal 
Swamp,* 

" Where, all night long, by a fire-fly lamp, 
** She paddles her white canoe. 

'^ And her fire-fly lamp I soon shall secu 

'^ And her paddle I soon shall hear; 
'*Long and losing our life shall be, 
^' And Vl\ hide the maid in a cypress tree, 
'* When the footstep of death is neair !^' 

* The Great Dismal Swamp is ten or twelve 
miles distant from Norfolk, and the lake in tile 
middle of it (about seven miles long) Is caUpd 
Drummond*s Pondt 

roL.'ti; 4 
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Airaytothe Dismal Swamp he spec 
His path was rugged and sore, 
Through tangled juniper, beds of re 
Thro' many a fen, where the serpen 
And man never trod before ! 

And, when on the earth he sunk to 

If slumber his eyelids knew, 
He lay, where the deadly vine doth 
Its venomous tear, and nightly steej 
The flesh with blistering dew ! 

And near him the she-wolf stirrM tl 

And the copper-snake breath'd in 

Till he starting cried from his drear 

*^ Oh ! when shall I see the dusky L 

" And the white canoe of my dear 

He saw the Lake, and a meteor brij 

Quick over its surface play'd — 
" Welcome," he said, " my dear-one 
And the dim shore echoed, for man^ 
The name of the death-cold maid 

'Till DC hdlow'd a boat of the birchei 
Which carried him off from shore 
Far he followM the meteor spark, 
The wind was high and the clouds w* 
Aad the boiat returned no more. 

But oft from the Indian hunter's cai 

This lover and maid so true 
Are seen at the hour of midnight dn 
To oross the lake by a fire-fly lanqyp^ 
AnA paddle their wbite canoed 
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TO THE 

ECHIONESS DOWAGER OF D-IjL 
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TO THE 
MARCHIONESS DOWAGER OF D— LU 

FROM BERMUDAj JANUARY 1804. 

Lady ! where'er you roam, whatever beam 
Of bright creation warms your mimic dream ; 
Whether you trace the valley's golden 

meads. 
Where mazy Linth his lingering current 

leads ;* 
Snamour'd catch the mellow hues that sleep, 
At eve, on Meillerie's immortal steep ; 
Or musing o'er the Lake, at day's declinei 
IVIark the last shadow on the holy shrine, 
Where, many a night, the soul of Tell com^ 

plains 
Of Gallia's triumph and Helvetia's chains ; 
Oh ! lay the pencil for a moment by, 
Turn from the tablet that creative eye, 
And let its splendour, like the looming ray 
Upon a shepherd's harp, iUame ilij lay I 

Tet, Lady ! no— for song so rude as mine, 
Chase not the wonders of your dream divine } 
Still, radiant eye ! upon the tablet«dwell ; 
Still, rosy finger 1 weave your pictur'd sp^ 

* Lady D. 1 supposed, was at this time still In 
Switaerland, where the powers of her pencil must 
Iiave been frequently awakened 

\ The chapel of William Tell on the Lake of 
l^uceme. 
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And, while I sing the animated smiled 

Of fairy nature in, these sun-bom isles, 

Oh ! might the song awake some bright de^ 

sign, 
Inspire a touch, or prompt one happy line. 
Proud were my soul, to see its humble thought 
On painting's mirror so divinely caught. 
And wondering Genius as he leam'd to tractt: 
The faint conception kindling into grace, 
Might love my numbers for the spark they 

threw. 
And bless the lay that lent a ch^irm to yoa i 

Have you not oft, in nightly vision, 8tray*d 
To the pure isles of ever-blooming shade, 
Which bards of old, with kindly mag^c plac'd 
For happy spirits in th* Atlantic waste ?* 
There as eternal gfales, with fragrance warm^ 
BreathM from elysium through each shadowy 

form 
In eloquence of eye, and dreams of song, 
They charm'd their lapse of nightless boius 

along! 
Nor yet in Mng, that mortal ear may suit. 
For every spirit was itself a lute. 
Where virtue waken'd with elysian breeze^ 
Pore tones of thought and mental harmonies {> 

• M. Gebelln lays, in bis Monde Primitif, <• Lon* 
que RtraboD crutque leg ancienn tbSologiens et 
Poetee placaient les Chamiw £lyi§e8 dansles isles 



preaent faistaocsi most to my purpoae. 
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Believe me, tady, when the zephyrs bland 
Floated our bark to this enchanted land, 
These leafy isles upon the ocean thrown, 
Like studs of emerald o'er a silver zone ; 
Not all- the charm, that ethnic fancy gave 
To blessed arbours o'er the western wave. 
Could wake a dream, more soothing or sub* 

lime. 
Of bowers etherial and the spirit's clime 

The mom was lovely, every wave was still. 
When the first perfume of a cedar-hill 
Sweetly awak'd us, and with smiling charms, 
The fairy harbour woo'd us to its arms.* 
Gtently we stole, before the languid wind, 
Through plantain shades, that like an awn" 

ing twin'd 
And kiss'd on either side the wanton sails, 
Breathing out welcome to these vernal vales ; 
Whil|^ far reflected o'er the wave serene ' 
Each wooded island sheds so soft a gpreen. 
That the enamour'd keel, with whispering 

play, 
Through liquid herbage seemM to steal it& 

way! 
Never did weary bark more sweetly glide. 
Or rest its anchor in a lovelier tide ! 

* Nothing can be more romantic than the little 
harbour of St George. The number of beautiful 
idflts, the ffingitlar clearness of the water, and the 
anhnated {day of the graceful little boats, gliding 
fbt ever between the islands, and seeming to saii 
Asm one cedar-grove into another, form all togeth- 
er the sweetest minlatare of nature that can be 
imagincck 
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AJoDg the margin, many a brilliant dome^ 
White as the palace of a Lapland gnome, 
Bhghten'd the wave ; in every myrtle grove 
Secludedf bashful, like a shrine of love, 
Some elfin mansion sparkled through the 

shade; 
And, while the foliage interposing play'd. 
Wreathing the structure into various g^race» 
Fancy would love, in many a form, to trace 
The flowery capital, the shaft, the porch,* 
And dream of temples, till her kindling torch 
Lighted me back to all the glorious days 
Of Attic genius ; and I seemM to gaze 
On marble, from the rich Pentelic mount. 
Gracing the umbrage of some Naiad s fount* 

Sweet airy being if who, hi brighter hours, 
LivM on the perfume of these honied bowers, 

* This is an illusion which, to the few who are 
fanoiful enough to indulge in it, renders the scenery 
of Bermuda particularly interesting. In the short 
but beautiful twilight of their spring evenings, the 
White cottages scattered over tlie iuands, and but 
partially seen through the trees that surround them, 
assume oAen the appearance of little Grecian tem- 
ples, and fancy may embellish the poor fisherman^s 
nut with columns which the pencil of Claude might 
imitate. 1 had one iavourite object of this kmd in 
my walks, which the hosj^italit^ of its owner robbed 
me of, by aricing me to visit him. He was a plain 

food man, and received me well and warmly, but 
never could turn his house into a Grecian temple 
.again. 

t Ariel. Among the m any charms which Bermu- 
da has for a poetic eye, we cannot for an instant for- 
get that it is the scene of Shakspeare's Tempest, 
and that hece he conjured up the " delicate Ariel,*' 
who alone Is worth the whole heaven of ancient 
.-nylhorojry. 
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t buds, at evening lov'd to lie, 
with music every rose's sigh ! 
weak the magic of my humble strain, 
n your spirit from its orb again, 
for her, beneath whose smile I sing, 
(whose pencil, if your rainbow wing 
nm'd or ruffled by a wintry sky, 
lootb its feather and relume its dye,] 
tit wander from your starry sphere, 
he lime-tree grove that once was 
ar, 

ly wave, the bower, the breezy hill, 
kling grotto can delight you' still, 
3 their fairest tint, their softest light, 
11 their beauty into dreams of nighty 
6 the lovely artist slumbering lies, 
warm picture o'er her mental eyes ; 
6r sleep her own creative spells, 
^htly show what song but faintlV 
hi 
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THE GENIUS OF HARMONY 

AN lEREGULAR ODE. 
AD HARMONIAM CANERE MTJNDUM* 

Cicero de J^at, Deor- Lib. ?i. 

There lies a shell beneath the wares^ 
In many a hollow winding^ wreath'd, 
Such as of old, 
Echoed the breath that warbling sea-maidr 
breath'd ; • 

. This magic shell 
From the white bosom of a syren fell, 
As once shewandcr'dby the tide that lare» 
Sicilians sand of gold. 
It bears 
Upon its shining side, the mystic notes 
Of those entrancing airs,* 

* In the "Histoire naturelle des Antilles," there* 
is an account of some curious shells, found at Cura- 
Goa, on the back of which were lines, filled with 
musical characters so distinct and perfect, that the 
writer assures us a very charming trio was sung 
from one of them. **On le nomme musical, parce 
qu*il porta sur le dos des lignes noir&tres pleines do 
notes, qui ont une espdce de cl6 pour les mettre en 
chant, de sorte que 1* on ^irait qu'il ne manque que 
la lettre k cette tablature naturelle. Ce curieux 
gentilhoRune (M. du Montel) rapporte qu^il en a va 
qui avaient cinq lignes, une cl6 et des notes, qui for- 
maient un accora parfait Quelqu*un y avait ajout6 
la lettre, que la nature avait oubli€e, et la foisait 
chanter en fiurme de trio, dont Paur 6tate fort agr6a- 
ble.*! Chap. 19. Art. 11. The author adds, a poet 
might imagme that thesQ sheila werq uspd 1^ th» 
syteiKS at tfieir concerts^ 
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Tiie gefnu of the deep were wont to swells 
When heayen's eternal orbs their midnight 
music roU'd ! 
Oh ! seek it, wheresoever it floats ; 
And, if the power 
Of thrilling numbers to thy soul be dear. 
Go, bring the bright shell to my bower, 
' And I will fold thee in such downy dreams, 

As lap the spirit of the seventli sphere, 
When Luna^s dbtant tone falls faintly on his 
ear!* 
And thou shalt own. 
That through the circle of creation's zone, 

* According to Cicero, and his commentator, Ma- 
crobias, the lunar lone is the gravest and faintest on 
the planetary heptachord. **Quam ob causam 
sumxDue ille coeli stellifer cursus, cujus conversio 
est concitatior, acuto et excitato movetur sono: 
grayinnno autem hie lunaris at^ue infinus.'* 
Somn- Scip. Because, says iVIacrobius, "spiritu ut 
in eztrenaitate languescente jam volvitur, et propter 
angustias quibus penultimus orbis arctatur impetu 
leniore conrervitur." In Somn. Scrip Lib. 2. Cap. 
4. It is not very easy to understand the ancients 
hi their muucal arrangement of the heavenly 
bodies. See Ptolem. Lib. 3. 

Leone Hebro, pursuing the idea of Aristotle, that 
the heavens are animal, attributes their harmony to 
perlect and reciprocal love. " Non per6 manca fra 
foro U perfetto et reciproco amore : la causa princi- 
pale, cue ne mostra 11 loro amore, 6 lalor amicitia 
naimoniaica et la concordantia, che'perpetuamente 
si tidva in loro.** Dialog. 2. di Amore, p. 58. 
This '^reciproco amore** of Leone is the ViAoms 
ef the ancient Empedocles, who seems, in his Love 
and Hate of the Elements, to have given a glimpse 
of the principles of attraction and repulsion. See 
the fragment to which I allude in Laertius, A Kore 
ftcy^U^niTt, ovvcpxoMcv**«> 7' A> Lib. 8. Cap. n. 12. 
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Where matter darkles or where spirit beams ; 
From the pellucid tides,* that whirl 
The planets through their maze of song, 
To the small rill, that weeps along 
Murmuring o'er beds of pearl ; 
From the rich sigh 
Of the sun's arrow through an erening 

sky,t 
To the faint breath the tuneful osier yields 
On Afric's burning fields ;t 
Oh ! thou shalt own this universe divine 
Is mine I 
That I respire in all and all in me, 
One mighty mingled soul of boundless har- 
mony! 

* Leucippus, the atomist, imagined a kind of 
vortices in the heavens, which he borrowed ftom 
Anaxagoras, and possibly suggested to Descartes. 

f Heraclides, upon the all^ories of Homer, con- 
jectures that the idea of the harmony of the spheres 
originated with this poet, who in representing the 
solar beams as arrows, supposes them to emit a pe- 
culiar sound in the air. 

f In the account of Africa which d* Ablan court 
has translated, there is mention of a tree in that 
country, whose branches when shaken by the band 
produce very sweet sounds. " Le m^me auteur 
( Abenz^gar) dit, quMl y a uncertain arbre, qui pro- 
auit des gaules comme d*osier, et qu*en les prenant 
k la mam et les branlant, elles font une esp^ce 
d*hai?nonie fort agi^ble,*' etc. etc. L*Afiriq(te 6t 
MariDoI. 
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Welcome, welcome mystic shell ! 
Many a star has has ceas'd to bum^ 
Maoy a tear has Saturn's urn 
0*er the cold bosom of the ocean wept,f 
Since thy aerial spell 
Hath in the waters slept ! 
I fly, 
With the bright treasure to my choral sky« 
Where she, who wak'd its early swell, 
The syren with a foot of fire, 
Walks o'er the gpreat string of my Orphic 
Lyre,t 
Or guides around the burning pole 
The winged chariot of some blissful 
soul I $ 

* \lliidiiig to the extinction, or at least the disap-* 
pearance of some of those fixed stars, which we are 
ta«%ht to consider as suns attended each by its sys- 
tem Deaoartes thought that our earth might for- 
merly have been a sun, which became obscured by 
a thick incrustation over its surface This proba- 
bly suggested the idea of a central fire. 

f Porphyry says that Pythagoras held the sea to 
be a tear. Ttiv doAonrav fi£v etokei civai daapuov. 
De Vit. and some one else, if F mistake not, has ad- 
ded the plannet Saturn as the source of it. Empe- 
docles, with similar affectation, called the sea '* the 
sweat of the earth :" i6^ra ti)s jns. See Rittershu- 
siusupon Porphyry, Num. 41 

I The system of the harmonized orbs was styled 
by the ancients, thn Great L3rre of Orpheus, for 
whicb Lucian ace junts, ft dt Auf n frratiiTOf e«ao rtiv 
MM U99IUVUV orpuv opfioviav <n)v€paXXfTO. «. r. ^ in 
Astfolog. 

• 6 AinXc ^trxflS i<ropi3ii8s to is as^ou^ ivttiu y inaSnv 
vfof cMVov, MM tii^^curca *QS £I£ OXUM A. Platon, 
TimKUi. 
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While liiou! 
Oh son of earth ! what dreams shall rise for 
thee! 

Beneath Hispania's snn, 
ThouHt see a streamlet rUn, 
Which I have vr arm'd with dews of melody ;* 

Listen ! — when the night -wind dies 
Down the still current, like a harp it si^^ ! 
A liquid chord is every wave that flows, 
An airy plectrum every hreeze that blows !f 
There, by that wondrous stream, 
Go, lay thy languid brow, 
And I will send thee such a g^odlike dream, 
Such— mortal ! mortal! hast thou heard of 

him,| 
Who, many a night with his primordial lyre,l 
Sat on the chiU Pangsean mount,|| 
And, looking to the orient dim, 
WatcVd the first flowing of that sacred 
fount, 

• This musical river is mentionerf in the roraancB 
df Achilles Tatius Et£i voimm * * * tiv df tumctu 
!hKr\s JH udoTot XaX8VT9f The Latin version, in sup- 
plying the hiatus, which is in the original, has pla- 
ced the river in Hispania. ** In Hispania quoque 
fluvius est, quem primo aspectu," etc etc. 

f These two lines are translated from the wordy 
of Achilles Tatius. Ea> yap iKiyo* aveiu* Etc rot 9tvat 
HurcoKit TO (ifv Uitop uc xop^Ti upafTOi. TO Se wittaita n 
iiooToc wkwrpov jivireu' to peuiia St c&s ai^opa AoUi. 

I^b. 2. X Orpheu& 

$ They called his lyre opxoioTpoiroT IwtaMJ^ ^ 
^wt. See a curious work by a professor of GkMk 
at Venice, entitled ** Hebdomades, sive septem de 
septenario libri ** Lib 4 Cap. 3. p. 1 77 

II Eratosthenes, telling the extreme venefatkni oi 
Oipheus for Apollo, says that he was accustomed te 
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From which his soul had drunk its fire ! 
CHi! think what visions, in that lonely 
hour, 
Stole o'er his musing breast ! 
What pious ecatacy'" 
Wafted his prayer to that eternal Power, 

Whose seal upon this world imprestf 
The yarious forms of bright divinity! 

Or, dost thou know what dreams I wow, 
'Mid the deep horror of that silent bower,t 

go to the Pangxan mountain at day-break, and 
toere wait the rising of the sun, ihat he might be 
the first to hail its beams. £ir£7eipo|iDMx ti ms vuKTor, 
mra rtv lOD^ivev tin to opor to takmuvov TltejiyutoVf 
vpoeiiiivt TOf avoToXcu, \va i5n tov *Hxiov irpwrov. KcT' 
toTcpioii. 24 

* There are some verses of Orpheus preserved to 
UB, which contain sublime ideas of the unitv and 
magnificence of the Deity. As those which Justin 
Martyr has produced : 

'Ouros MXv xo^xfiov u spavov oalDpixrai 

Ad Grcsc, cohwiat. 

It is thought by some, that these are to be reckon- 
ed amongst the mbrications which were frequent fai 
the early times of Christianity. Still it appears 
doobtfiil to whom we should impute them ; they 
avB too pious for the Pagans, and too poetical for tfaie 
Fathers. 

f In one of the Hymns of Orpheus,'he attributes a 
(gared seal to Apollo, with which he imagines that 
deity to have stamped a variety of forms upon U» 
universe. 

I AAuding to the cave near Samos, where Pytha- 
goras devoted the greater part of his days and nights 
to meditation and the mysteries of his philosophy. 
Jamblich. de Vit. This, as Holstenius lemarisf 
in imitation of the Magi. 
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Wheffe the rapt Samiaii slept his holy slum- 
ber? 

When free 
From every earthly chain, 
From wreaths of pleasure and from bonds of 
paiu, 
His spirit flew through fields above, 
Drank at the source of nature's fontal num- 
ber,* 
And saw, in mystic choir, around him move 
The stars of song. Heaven's burning min- 
strelsy ! 
Such dreams, so heavenly bright, 
I swear 
By the great diadem that twines my hair. 
And by the seven gems that sparkle there,f 

Mingling their beams 
In a soft iris of harmonious light. 

Oh, mortal ! such shall be thy radiant 
dreams ! 

* The tetraclys, or sacred number of the Pytha- 
goreans, on which they solemnly swore, and which 
they called vayav acvaa <po<r£wf, ** the fountain of 
perennial nature." Lucian has ridiculed this re- 
ligious arithmetic very finely in his Sale oi Thiloso- 
phers. 

f This diadem is intendedjlo represent the analo- 
gy between the notes of music and the prismatic 
colours. We find in Plutarch a vague inliir.ation 
of this kindred harmony in colours and sounds. 
0\i;if TC MQi aion, tura (puvm t£ xa (peorof uv dpfioviov 
cxriGpaivHoi De Musica. 

Cassiodorus, whose idea I may be supposed to 
have borrowed, says, in a letter upon music to Boe- 
tius, "XJt diadema oculis, varia luce gemmarum, 
sic cythara diversitate soui, blanditur auditui.'* 
This is indeed the only tolerable thought in the let 
ler. Lib. 2. Variar. ^ 
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TO GEORGE MORGAN, ESQ: 

OF NORFOLK, VIRGrNlA.* 

FROM BERMUDA, JANUARY, 1B04. 



Keinh a»hnemoei:za kai ATPonos wa 

e^AAniAHS, AIQTIBE KAI MAAAOIV BHI 
APOMOE HFIIEQ 'IIinoiE nONXa ENES- 
THPIKTAI. 

CaUimath, Hymn, in DtL T. n. 



Oh what a tempest whirPd us hither !f 
Winds, whose savage breath could wither 

* This eentleman is attached to the Brittsh eoo- 
sulate at Norfolk His talents are worthy of a much ^ ^ 

higher sphere, but the excellent dispositions of the *fC . 
fiimily with whom he resides, anr the cordial re- '- 

pose he enjoys amongst some of the kindest hearts io 
the world, should be almost enough to atone to him ^ 

for the worst caprices of fortune The consul him- 
eeli^ Colonel Hamilton, is one among the very few 
instances of a man, ardently loyal to his kin^, and 
yet beloved by the Americans. His home is the 
Tery temple of hospitality, and 1 sincerely pity the 
heart of that stranger who, warm from thewel- •• 

come of such a board, and with the taste of such 
Madeira still upon his lips, ' col doke in booca,*' 
eould sit down to write a libel on his host, io the 
Irue spirit of a modem pbilosophist. Seethe travels 
•f the Duke de la Rochefoucault Liancourt, Vol. % 

f We were seven days on our passage from Nor- 
tblk 1 Bc^uda, during three oi which we were 
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AndeF'nourhanghtymai 
The muse m that unlovely h 
Bewgrnly brought her soothii 

Alia, midst the war of wares; 

^ song's elysianlap'd my mi. 

Sheopen'd,withherg,>ldenl 

The casket where my men 

i ^el'We gems of poesy, 

1 _ 7 *"<=*' t™e has sav'd from 

I Take one of these, to Lais s. 

I wrote it while ray hammock 
A.oi«mightwrileadissertati 
-- Up°n"™8pended animation! 



i 



cedar knH "'■ ' **»«. "as built 
was Jh^n . " »««»"'««'l an excelfen 
^* '9*" «"niraanded by my verv 

teT ftSf, r y- '" «" ««'<"• "ilh 

im^oIic^Tf'^.SW- he feUavici 
I.ilC-;I_.="'!''"?"8 such a miser. 
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I 

Sweetly* you kiss, my Lais dear ! 

But, while you kiss, 1 feel a tear 

Bitter, as those when lovers part. 

In mystery from your eye-lid start ! 

Sadly you lean your head on mine, 
|- And round my neck in silence twine, 
' Your hair along my bosom spread, 
J All humid with the tears you shed ! . 
\ Have I not kiss'd those lids of snow ? 
j Yet still, my love, like founts they flow, 
I Bathing our cheeks, when'er they meet-r' 

Why is it thus ? do, tell me, Sweet ! 

Ah, Lais ! are my bodings right ? 

Am I to lose you ? is to night 

I Our last — ^go, false to heaven and me I 
Tour very tears are treachery. 



Such, while in air I floating hung, 
Such was the strain, Morgante mio ! 

* This epigram is by Pauhis Silentiarius, and may 
be found in the Analecta of Brunck, Vol. 8. p. 72. 
But as the reading there is somewhat difierent from 
wliat I have followed in this translation, 1 shall ^iye 
it as I had it in m> memory at the time, and as it is 
in Heinsius, who, I believe, first produced the epi- 
gram. See his Poemata. 

*HA) ficv eon ^Knita to AatSotr ^u ^sau tuv 
HnodivqTM* dc&ipu xmt ^Xeqxxpuv 

JBfif npa sEQXiAiiv dupov cpci(ra|A£ve* 

TdittofievTivd'c^iXqo'a* ra 6lm ffpoccfiu awo nfjftf^ 
Aenpuo |A 7H9ACVUV nxrtt nam atouaiuv' 
I Etarf S* avfipo|ifi«^ tivoi evcxa doapua Mi^cis ; 
AeiS la tfnfif Aimt ' pm 7op opjararOK 
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The mose sLi;id I together sung, 

With Boreas to make out the trio. 
But, bless the little fairy isle ! 

How sweetly after all our ills, 
We saw the dewy morning smile 

Serenely o^er its fragrant hills ! 
And felt the pure, elastic flow 
Of airs, that round this Eden blow. 
With honey freshness, caught by stealili 
Warm from the very lips of health ! 
Oh! could you view the scenery dear 

That now beneath my window lies, 
You'd think, that nature lavish'd hero 

Her purest wave, her softest skies. 
To make a heaven for love to sigh in, 
For bards to live, and saints to die in !- 
Close to my wooded bank below. 

In glassy calm the waters sleep, 
And to the sun-beam proudly show 

The coral rocks they love to steep !'*• 
The fainting breeze of morning fails, 

The drowsy boat moves slowly past, 
And I can almost touch its sails 

That languish idly round the mast. 
The sun has now profusely given 

* The water is so clear around the island, tl 
the rocks cu« seen beneath to a very great dep 
and as we entered the harbour, they appeared to 
so near the surface, that it seemed impossible * 
should not strike on them. There is no neeessi 
of course, for heaving the lead, and then^ro pil 
looking down at the rocks from the bow efihe eh 
takes her through this difficult navigation, with 
skill and confidence which seem to astonish some 
the oldest sailors. 
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The flashes of a noontide heaveOi 
And, as the wave r^ects his beam^ 
Another heaven its surface seems ! 
filue li^ht and clouds of silvery tears 

So pictured o'er the waters lie, 
That every languid bark appears 
To float along* a burning sky ! 

Oh ! for the boat the angel gave"* 

To him, who in his heaven-ward flight , 
Sailed o'er the sun's ethereal wave, 

To planet-isles of odorouslight I 
Sweet Venus, what a clime he found 
Within thy orb's ambrosial round !f 
There spring the breezes, rich and warm, 

That pant around thy twilight car ; 
There angels dwell, so pure of form,- 

That each appears a living star !| 

* In Klrcher's " Extatic Journey to Heaven," 
Cosmiel, the genius of the world, gives Theodidac- 
tusa boat of Asbestos, with which he embarks into 
the regions of the sun. »• Vides (says Cosmiel) banc 
asbestinam naviculam commoditati tusB prsepara- 
tam.** Itinerar. i. Dial. 1. Cap. 5. There arc 
some very strange fancies in this work of Kircher. 

f When the Genius of the world and his fellow- 
traveller arrive at the planet Venus, they find an 
island of loveliness, full of odours and intelligences, 
where angels preside, who shed the cosmetic influ- 
ence of this planet over the earth ; sdch being, ac-* 
cording to astrologers, the " vis influxiva*' of Ve- 
nus, when they are in this part of the heavens, a 
casuistical question occurs to Theodidactus, and he 
asks *' whether baptism may be performed with the 
waters of Venus r* — ** An aquis globi Veneris bap- 
tismus instituti possit?'* to. which the Genius an- 
swers "Certainly." 

I This idea is fitther Kircher*s. " Tot anioiatos 
nles dixisses.'^ Ithi^rac. i. Dial, Cap. 5. 
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These are the sprites, oh radiant queen ! 

Thou sendM so often to the bed 
Of her I love, with spell unseen. 

Thy planet's brightening balm to slied ; 
To make the eye's enchantment clearer, 

To give the cheek one rose-bud more, 
And bid that flushing lip be dearer. 

Which had been, oh ! too dear before ! 
But, whither means the muse to roam ? 
'Tis time to call the wanderer home. 
Who could have ever thought to search her 
Up in the clouds with Father Kircher ? 
So, health and love to all your mansion I 

Long may the bowl that pleasures bloom in. 
The flow of heart, the soul's expansion. 

Mirth and song your board illumine \ 

Fare you well — ^remember too, 
When cups are flowing to the brim> 

That here is one who drinks to you. 
And oh ! as warmlv drink to him. 



Ji 



ANZ> OTHER POEMS, . 65 

THE RING. 

To -, 1801. 

No — ^Lady ! Lady ! keep the ring ; 

Oh ! think how many a future year, 
Of placid smile ^nd downy wing, 

May sleep within its holy sphere ! 

Do not disturb their tranquil dream, 
Tho' love hath ne'er the mystery warm'd, 

Tet heav'n wiU shed a soothing beam, 
To bless the bond itself hath form'd. 

But then, that eye, that burning eye ! 

Oh ! it doth ask, with magic power, 
If I^eayen can ever bless the tie, 

Where love inwreaths no genial flower ! 

Away, away, bewildering look ! 
Or all the boast of virtue's o'er ; 
• Go— hie thee too the sage's book. 

And learn from him to feel no more ! 

I cannot warn thee ! every touch, 
That brings my pulses close to thine, 

Tells me I want thy aid as much. 
Oh ! quite as much^ as thou dost mine ! 

Yet stay, dear love — one effort yet — 
A moment turn those eyes away, 

And let me, if I can, forget 
The light that leads my soul astngr ! 
TOt. ir. 6 
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Thou says't, that we were bom to raeet 
^ That our hearts bear one common se: 
. Oh, Lady ! think, how man^s deceit 
Can seem to sigh and feign to feel ! 

When, o^er tl^ face some gleam of tbou: 
Like day-beams through the morning 

Hath gradual stole, and I have caught 
The feeling ere it kindled there : 

The sympathy I then betray'd, 
Perhaps was but the child of art ; 

The guile of one, who long hath play'd 
With all these wily nets of heart. 

Oh I thou hast not my virgin vow ! 

Though few the years I yet have told, 
Canst thou believe I lived till now^ 

With loveless heart or senses cold ? 

No — ^many a throb of bliss and pain, 
For many a maid my soul hath prov'd 

With some I wanton'd wild and vain, 
While some I truly, dearly lovM I 

The cheek to thine I fondly lay, 
To theirs hath been as fondly laid ; 

The words to thee I warmly say, 
To them have been as waimly said. 

Then, scorn at once a languid heart, 
Which long bath lost its early spring ; 

Think of the pure, bright soul thou art» 
And^-keep the ring, oh ! keep the ria] 
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Enough — ^now, turn thine eyes again ; 

What, still that look, and still that sigh ! 
Dost thoa not feel my counsel then ? 

Oh ! no, heloved ! — nor do I. 

While thus to mine thy hosom lies, 
While thus our breaths commingling glovr, 

^Tweire more than woman, to be wise, 
Twere more than man to wish thee so ! 

Did we not love so true, so dear, 
This lapse could never be forgiven ; 

But hearts so fond and lips so near — 
Give me the ring, and now — Oh heaven ! 



f 
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To. 



•K S^EIKO H£B WITH A WHITB VEIL AND A 
RICH GIRDLE. 



aUPFAPITAI AHAOXEI AAKPXON POON. 

^p. J>ricq>hor, in On€irocriHc(K 



Pat off the vestal veil, nor, oh ! 

Let weeping" angels view it; 
four cheeks belie its virgin snow, 

And blush repenting through it. 

F\it off* the fatal zone you wear ; 

The lucid pearls around it 
Are tears, that fell from Virtue there; 

T^e hour that love unbound it. 
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THE RESEMBLANCE 



-vo cercand* io 



Donna, quant' e possibile, in altrui 
La desiata vostra forma vera. 

Feirarc. Sonneit 14^ 



Yes, if 'twere any common love, 
' That led my pliant heart astray, 
f grant, there's not a power above 
Could wipe the faithless crime away! 

But, Hwas my doom to err with one 

In every look so like to thee. 
That, oh! beneath the blessed sun. 

So fair there are but thou and she ! 

Whate'er may be her angel birth, 
She was thy lovely perfect twin, 

And wore the only shape on earth. 
That could have charm'd my soul to sin ! 

Your ^es ! — the eyes of languid doves 
Were never half so like each other ! 

The glances of the baby loves 

Resemble less their warm-eyM mother !• 

Her lip !^-oh, call me not false hearted^ 
When such a lip 1 fondly prest ; 

"Twas love some melting cherry parted, 
Gave thee one half and her the rest ! 
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And when, itith all thy murmuring ton 
They sued half opeulobe kiet, 

I could as soon resist thine own, 
And them, hearen knows! I ne'er re 




Then, scorn me not, thoug-h false I b 

Twas love that wak'd the dear excess 

My heart hari been more true to thee. 

Had mine eye priz'dthy beauty Ics?! 








To . 

When I Wdyou, I can't but allow 
I had many an exquisite minute ; 

But the scorn that I feel for you now 
Hath even more luxury in it '. 



Thus, whether we're on or 
Some wilchezy aeema to 

To love you is pleasant eni 
.And, oh 1 'tis delicious tt 
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FROM THE GREEK OF MEtiEAGAR.* 

Fill hi^h the cup of liquid flame, 
And speak my Heliodora^s name ! 
Repeat its ma^c o'er and o'er, 
And let the sound my lips adore, 
oweeten the breeze, and mingling* swim 
On every bowl's voluptuous brim ! 

Give me the wreath that withers there, ' 

It was but last delicious night. 
It hung upon her wavy hair, 

And caught her eyes* reflected light ! 
Oh ! haste, and twine it round my brow -, 
It breathes of Heliodora now ! 

The loving rose-bud drops a tear, 
To see the nymph no longer here, 
No longer, where she used to lie, 
Close to my heart's devoted sigh ! 

* Egrx"* >a< vo^iv <'*'^ voJUv, ffvAiv, lAk\6k^at 

Eire, Qw oiifttw to yJluxu \^9i* ovoiia. 
tm ini Tov ^pcx^^vTafM^u mqi x^^av eovro, 

Mveqiocruvov xavos, cp^iTi^i se(povov* 
^uci q>iXe;afoy i0e fodov, ttKaa MCivav 

AMlo9i »*« iioAvoif ^bErepoif W9^(l 

Brunch. Andlect Tom. i. p. 28. 
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LINES, 

WRITTEN IN A STORM AT SEA". 

That sky of clouds is not the sky 
To light a lover to the pillow 

Of her he loves — 
The swell of yonder foaming billoir 
Resembles not the happy sigh 

That rapture moves. 

Yet do I feel more tranquil now 
Amid the gloomy wilds of ocean, 

In this dark hour, 
Than when, in transport's young emotion, 
I've stol'n, beneath the evening star, 

To Julia's bower. 

Oh ! there's a holy calm profound 
In awe like this, that ne'er was given 

To rapture's thrill ; 
''Tis as a solemn voice from heaven, 
And the soul, listening to the sounds 

Lies mute and still ! 

^ 

^Tis true, it talks of danger nigh. 

Of slumbering with the dead to-morrow 

In the cold deep, 
Where pleasure's throb or tears of sorrow 
No more shall wake the heart or eye. 

But all must sleep ! 



f 
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Well ! — there are some, thou stormy bed> 
To whom thy sleep would be a treasure ! 

Oh most to him, 
Whose lip hath drained life's cup of pleasure, 
Nor left one honey drop to shed 

Round misery's brim. 

Tes — he can smile serene at death : 

Kind heaven ! do thou but chase the weeping 

Of friends who love him ; 
Tell them that he lies calmly sleeping 
Where sorrow's sting or envy's breath 

No more shall move him. 



>rad. ii. 
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ODES TO NEA ; 

WRUTKN AT BtRMVBA, 



NEA TTPANNEF. 

Euripid. Medea, v. 



Nay, tempt me not to love again, 

There was a time when lore was swee 
Dear Nea ! had I known thee then, 

Our souls had not heen slow to meet ! 
But, oh ! this weary heart hath run, 

So many a time, the rounds of pain, 
Not ev'n for thee, thou lovely one ! 

Would I endure such pangs again. 

If there be climes, where neyer yet 
The print of beauty's foot was set, 
Where man may pass his loveless nights, 
Unfever'd by her false delights. 
Thither my wounded soul would fly, 
Where rosy cheek or radiant eye 
Should bring no more their bliss, their pa 
Or fetter me to earth again ! 
Dear absent girl, whose eyes of light, 

TlK>ugh little prizM when ill my owo^ 
Now float before me, soft and bright 

As when they fir|t enamouring shone ? 
How many hours of idle waste, 
Within tfaote witching anas embraced, 
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Unmindful of the fleeting* day, 
Haye I dissoly'd life's dream away ! 
bloom of time profusely shed ! 
moments ! simply, vainly fled, 
Yet sweetly too — ^for love perfum'd 
The flame which thus my life consum'd ; 
And briliant was the chain of flowers, 
In which he led my victim hours ! 

Say, Nea, dear! could'st thou like her, 
When warm to feel and quick to err, 
Of loving fond, of roving* fonder. 
My thoughtless soul might wish to wander, 
Coulds't thou, like her, the wish reclaim^ , 

Endearing still, reproaching never. 
Till all my heart should burn with shame. 

And be thine own, more fix'd than ever ? 
No, no — on earth there's only one 

Could %ind such faithless folly fast : 
And sure on earth 'tis I alone 

Could vaakt such virtue false at last ! 
Nka ! the heart which she forsook. 

For thee were but a worthless shrine — 
Go lovely girl, that angel look 

Must tiirill a soul more pure than mine* 
Oh ! tUbu shalt be all else to me. 

That heart can fieel or tongue can feign ; 
1*11 i»raise, admire, and worship thee. 

But must net» dare not knre again. 
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-TAU ITWM eHVI CAVB. 

ProperL lAh, iv. EUg, 6. 



HT PKAT you, let us roam no more • 
Along that wild and lonely shore, 

Where late we thoughtless stray'd^ 
'Twas not for us, whom heaven intends 
To he no more than simple friends, 

Such lonely walks were made. 

That little Bay, where winding in 
From ooean^s rude and angpry din, 

(As lovers steal to bliss) 
The billows kiss the shore, and then 
Flow calmly to the deep again. 

As though they did not kiss ! 

Remember, o^er its circling flood 

In what a dangerous dream we stood — 

The silent sea before us. 
Around us, all the gloom of grove, 
That e^er was spread for guilt or love, 

No eye but nature^s o*er us ! 

I saw yon blush, you felt me tremble. 
In vain would formal art dissemble 

« All that we wished and thought ; — 
'Twas more than tongue could dare revefll 
*Tvr^ more than virtue ought to feel, 

But all that passten ought ! 
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I stoop'd to cull, with faltering' hand, 
A shell that on the golden sand, 

Before us &intly gleam'd ; 
I raisM it to your lips of dew, . 
Tou kist the shell, I kist it too — 

Good heaven, how sweet it seemM ! 

O trust me, 'twas a plsflbe, an hour, 
The worst that e'er temptation^s power 

Could tangle me or you in ! 
Sweet Nba ! let us roam no more 
Along that wild and lonely shore, 

Such walks will he our ruin ! 



Tou read it in my languid eyes, 
And there alone should love he read; 

You hear me say it all in sighs, 
And thus adone should love he said. 

Then dread no more ; I will not speak ; 

Aldu>ugh my heart to angfuish thnll; 
ril spaure the huming of your cheek. 

And look it all in silence still ! 

Heard you the wish I darM to name, 
To murmur on that luckless night. 

When passion broke the bonds of shame. 
And loye grew madness in your sight ? 
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Divinely through the graceful dance, 
You seem'd to float in silent song, 

Bending to earth that beamy glance, 
As if to light your steps along ! 

Oh ! how could others dare to touch 
That hallow 'd form with hand so free 

When but to look was bliss too much, 
Too rare for all but heayen and me ! 

With smiling eyes, that little thought 
How fatal were the beams they threw, 

My trembling hands you lightly caught. 
And round me, like a spirit, flew. 

Heedless of all, I wildly tum'd. 
My soul forgot — nor, oh condemn, 

That when such eyes before me bum'd 
My soul forgot all eyes but them ! 

I darM to speak in sobs of bliss. 
Rapture of every thought bereft me, 

I would have clasp'd you — oh, even this — 
But, with a bound, you blushing left me. 

Forget, forget that night's oflenco, 

Forgive it, if, alas ! you can . 
'Twas love, 'twas passion— soui and senses- 

'Twas all the best and worst of man 1 

• 

That moment, did the mingled pyes 
Of heaven and earth my madness Fiew, 

I should have seen, through earth and skies. 
But you alone, but only you ! 
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Did not a frown from you reprove, 
Myriads of eyes to me were none ; 

I should have — oh, my only love I 
My life ! what.shoijdd I not have done ? 



A DREAM OF ANTIQUITY. 

I JUST had tum'd the classic page, 

And trac'd that happy period over, 
When love could warm the proudest sagiB*, 

And wisdom grace the tenderest lover ! 
Before I laid me down to sleep, 

Upon the hank awhile I stood, 
And saw the vestal planet weep 

Her tears of light on ArieVs flood. 

My heart was full of faacy's dream. 
And, as I watcli'd the playful stream, • 
Entangling in us net of smiles 
So fair a group of elfin isles, 
I felt as if the scenery there 

Were lighted by a Grecian sky- 
As if I breath'd the blissfal air 

That yet was warm with Sappho's sigh ! 

And now the downy hand of rest 
Her signet on my eyes imprest, 
And still the bright and balmy spell, 
liikc star-dew, o'er my fancy fell ! 
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i thought that, all enrapt, I stray 'd 
Through that serene luxurious shade,^ 
Where Epicurus tau^t the Loves 

To poli^ virtue's native brightness, 
Just as the beak of playful doves 

Can give to pearls a smoother whiteness !f 

'Twas one of those delicious nights 

So common in the climes of Greece, 
When day withdraws but half its lights. 

And all is moonshine, balm and peace ! 
And thou wert there, my own belov'd ! 
And dearly by thy side I rov'd 
Through many a templets reverend gloom, 
And many a bower's seductive bloom. 
Where beauty blush'd and wisdom taught, 
Where lovers sighM and sages thought, 
Where hearts might feel or heads discern. 

And all was formM to sootlie or move. 
To make the dullest love to learn, 

To make' the coldest learn to love ! 

* Gassendi thinks that the gardens, which Pau- 
sanias mentions, in bis first Book, where those of Epi- 
curus ; and Stuart says, in his Antiquities of Ath<* 
ens, ''Near this convent (the convent of Ha^os 
Asomatos) is the place called at present Kepoi, or 
the Gardens T and Anipelos Kepos, or the Vineyard 
Garden ; these were probably the gardens whicli 
Pausanias visited.*^ Chap. iK Vol. I. 

*This method of polishing pearls, by leaving 
them awhile to be played with by doves, is mention- 
ed by the ftnciful Uardanus, de Rerum Varietat. 
Lib. viL cap. 34. 
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And now the fairy pathway seemed 

To lead us through enchanted gpround, 
Where all that hard has ever dream'd 

Of loTe or luxury bloomM around ! 
Oh ! Hwas a bright bewildering scene — 
Along the alley's deepening green 
Soft lamps, that hung like burning flowers. 
And scented and illumM the bowers, 
Seem'd, as to him, who darkling roTes 
Amid the lone Hercynian gfroyes, 
Appear the countless birds of light, 
Iliat sparkle in the leaves at night, 
And from their wings diffuse a ray 
Along the traveller's weary way !♦ 
'Twas light of that mysterious kind, 

Th]sough which the soul is doomed to roam, 
When it has left this world behind. 

And gone to seek its heavenly home ! 
And, Nea, thou didst look and move, 

Like any blooming soul of bliss. 
That wanders to its home above 

Through mild and shadowy light like this ! 

But now, methought, we stole along 
Through halls of more voluptuous glory 
Than ever liv'd in Teiansong, 
Or wanton'd in Milesian story !f 

* In Hercynio Gemianlae saltu inusitata genera 
alitum accepimud, quanim plumae, ignium modo, 
colluceant noctibus. Plin. Lib. x. cap. 47. 

• The Milesiacfli or Milesian fables, bad their 
origin in Miletus, a luxurious town of Ionia. Aris- 
tides was the most celebrated author of these licen- 
tious fictions. See Phiiarch (in Crasso) who calls 
them awkasa 0iCAia. 
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And, as tuey puM vi » — ^ 

The onyx shone beneath tl 
While others, waFing* arms o 
EntwinM by snakes of burnia 
And showiog* limbs, as loth U 
Through many a thin Tan 
Glided along the festal ring 
With vases, all respiring spri 
Where roses lay, in languor 

*Some of the Cretftn wine 
calls oivot o^^j(r^ou, from tbeir f 
that of the finest floveers. Barry 

f It appears that in very spl 
floor or pavement was freque 
Martial: *^ Calcatiisque tuo st 
£pig. 59, Lib xii. 

X Bracelets of this shape « 
— » «w«rtno the women of i 
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And the young bee-g^rape,* round them 

wreathingy 
Hung on their blushes warm amd meek, 
Like curls upod a rosy cheek ! 
Oh, Nea ! why did morning break 

The spell that so divinely bound me i 
Why did T wake ! how cotUd I wake 

With thee my own and heaven around me I 



Well — ^peace to thy heart, though another's 

^tbe, 
And health to thy cheek, though it bloom not 

for me ! 
To-morrow, I sail for those cinnamon groves, 
Where nightly the ghost of the Carribee 

roves. 
And, far from thine eye, oh ! perhaps, I may 

yet 
Its seduction forgave and its splendour forget ! 
Farewell to B6rmuda,t and long may the 

bloom 
Of the lemon and myrtle its rallies perfume ; 

* Apiana, mentioned by Pliny, Lib. ziv. and 
^ now called the Muscateil (a rouscorum telis**) 
says Pancirollus, Book 1. Sect. 1. Chap. 17. 

f The inhabitants prraounce the name as if il 
were written Bennooaa. See the commentators on 
the words *' still-vex^d Bermoothes," in the Tem- 
pest. I wonder it did not occur to some of those 
all-reading gentlemen that, possibly, the discoverer 
ef this "island of hogs and devils** might have 
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May spriDg' to eternity hallow the shade, 
Where Ariel has warbled and Waller* h: 

strayed ! 
And thou — ^when, at dawn, thou shalt happc 

to roam 
Through the lime-coTerM alley that leads 

thy home, 
Where oft, when the dance and the rev 

were done, 
And the stars were beginning to fiside in the su 
I have led thee along, and have told by tl 

way 
What my heart all the night had been bur 

ing to say — 
Oh ! think of the past — give a sigh to tho 

times, 
And a blessing for me to that alley of lime! 

been no less a personage than the great John Bi 
mudoE, who, about the same period, (the beginni 
of the sixteenth centuiy,) was sent Patriarch oft 
Latin Church to Ethiopia, and has left us ni( 
wonderful stories of the Amazons and the Griffi 
which be encountered. Travels qf the JesuiieSjy 
I. r am afraid, however, it would take the Fat 
arch rather too much out of his way. 

* Johnson does not think that Waller was ever 
Bermuda ; but the ** Account of the European S( 
tlements in America,** affirms it confidently. (V 
If.) I mention this work however less for its a 
thority, than for the pleasure I feel in quoting i 
unacknowledged procfuction of the great Edmu 
Burke. 
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? I were yonder wave, my dear, 
And thou the isle it clasps around, 
vrould not let a foot come near r 

My land of bliss, my Bury ground ! 

I 
' I were yonder couch of gold. 
And thou the pearl within it placM, 
would not let an eye behold 
The sacred gem my arms embraced ! 

*I were yonder orange-tree, 
And thou ^e blossom blooming thef e, 
would not yield a breath of thee. 
To scent the most imploring air ! 

h !-bend not o*er the water^ brink, 
Give not the wave that rosy sigh 
or let its burning mirror diink 
The soft reflection of thine eye. 

hat glossy hair, that glowing cheek. 
Upon the billows pour their beam 
3 warmly, that my soul could seek 
Its NxA in the painted stream. 

he painted stream my chilly grave 
And nuptial bed at once may be, 
U wed thee in that mimic wave. 
And die upon the shade of thee ! 

ehold the leafy mangrove, bending 
0*er the waters blue and bright, 
ike NxA*8 silky lashes, lending 
Shadow to her eyes of light ! 



f 
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THE SNOW-SPmiT. 



TU POTES mSOUTAS, CYNTHIA, FE 

WIVES ! 

Prcpert. Lib. i. El 



Noy ne'er did the wave in its element ste 

An isknd of lonelier charms; 
It Uooms in the g^ant embrace of the d 

Like Hebe in Hercules' arms ! 
The tint of your bowers is balm to the ej 

Their melody balm to the ear ; 
But the fiery planet of day is too'^nigh 

And the &iow-Spirit never comes hen 

The down from his wing is as white as 
pearl 
Thy lips for their cabinet stole, 
And it falls on the gpreen earth as melting 

girl, 
As a murmur of thine on the soul ! 
Oh fly to the clime, where he pillows 
death. 
As he cradles the birth of the year ; 
Bright are your bowers and balmy t 
breath, 
But the &iow-SBirit cannot come here 
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IIow sweet to behold bim, when borne ontbe 
gale, 

And brightening the bosom of morn. 
He flingrs, like the priest of Diana, a veil 

0*er the brow of each irginal thorn ! 
Yet think not, the veil he so chillingly castk. 

Is the yeil of a vestal severe ; 
No, no, thou wilt see, what a moment it lasta^ 

Should the Snow-Spirit ever come here ! 
fiat flj to his region — lay open ihj zone, 
' And he'll weep all his brilliancy dim. 
To think that a bosom, as white as his own. 

Should not melt in the day-beam like him! 
Oh ! lovely the print of those delicate feet 

O^er his luminous path will appear — 
Fly ! my beloved ! this island it sweet, 

But the Snow-Spirit cannot come here ! 



Eimul^a 9f aoStof tiiaTCB 'luiiv. it ti firvow iia m «vio«i 

Pbihstrat Icon. 17. l4h, 2. 



I STOLE along the floweiy bank, 
Wbile many a bending sea-grape* drank 
The sprinkle of the feathery oar 
That wing'd me round this fairy shove ! 

« The sea'Side «r nomgrof e gnpe, a native of the 
WestJndte» 

VOL, lU 8 
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'Twas noon ; and every orange bud 

Hung languid o'er the crystal flood, 

Faint as the lids of maiden eyes- 

Beneaih a loyer^s burning sighs ! 

Oh for a naiades sparry bower, 

To shade ihe in that glowing hoar! 

A little doye, of milky hue. 

Before me from a plantain flew, 

And, light, along the water's brim, 

I steared my gentle bark by him ; 

For fancy told me, love had sent 

lliis snowy bird of blandishment, 

To lead me, where my soul should meet-^ 

I knew not what, but something sweet ! 

Blest be the little pilot doye ! 
He had indeed been sent by loye, 
To guide me to a scene so dear, 
As fate allows but seldom here : 
One of those rare and brilliant hours. 
Which, like the aloe's* lingering flowet3> 
May blossom to the eye of man 
Bat once in all his weary span ! 

Just where the margin's opening shade 

Ayista from the waters made, 

My bird repos'd his silyer pluine 

Upon a rich banana's bloom, 

Oh yisibn bright ! oh spirit hir ! 

What spell, what magic rais'^ hep there ! 

*The A||aye. I knew that this is an enonesas 
idea, tmt it m quite true eaougb for poetry. Platdy 
I think, allows a paet to be '< three itfnioves frqni 
truth «" rf trans cnro nS olandtHtf. 
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'Twas Nea ! slnmbering' calm and mild, 
And bloomy as the dimpled child. 
Whose spirit in elysium keeps 
ItB playful sabbath, while he sleeps ! 

Hie broad banana's gpreen embrace 
Hang^ shadowy round each tranquil grace ; 
One little beam alone could win 
The leaves to let it wander in, 
And, stealing oyer all her charms. 
From lip to cheek, from neck to arms, 
It glancM a.round a fiery kiss, 
All trembling, as it went, with bliss ! 

Her eyelid^ black and silken fringfe 
Lay on her cheek, of yermil tinge, 
Like the first ebon cloud, that closes 
Dark on eyening's heaven of roses ! 
Her glances, though in slumber hid, 
Seem'd glowing through their ivory lid, 
Ando^er her lip*s reflecting dew 
A soft and liquid lustre threw. 
Such as, declining dim and faint. 
The lamp of some beloved saint 
Doth shed upon a flowery wreath. 
Which pious hands have hung beneath ! 
Was ever witchery half so sweet ! 
Think, think how all my pulses beat, 
As o'er the rustling bank I stole — 
Oh ! you, that know the lover's soul, 
It is for you to dream the bliss, 
The tremblings of an hour like this I 
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Gh Nka ! Nea where wert thou r 
In pity fly not thus from me; 

Thou art m^ life, my essence now, 
And my soul dies of wanting thee I 



A KISS A L'ANTIQUE. 

Bbhold, my love, the curious gem 
Within this simple ring of gold ; 

Tis hallow'd by the touch of them 
Who liv'd in classic hours of old. 

Some fair Athenian girl, perhaps. 
Upon her hand this gem displayed, 

Nor thought that time's eternal lapse 
Should see it grace a lovelier maid ! 

Look, darling, what a sweet design ! 

TJae more we gaze, it charms the more : 
Come, — closer bring that cheek to mine, 

And trace with me its beauties o'er. 

Thou s^e'st, it is a simple youth 
By some enamourM nymph embraced — 

Look, Nka love ! and say in sooth 
Is not her hand most dearly placed ! 

Upon his curled head behind 
It seems in careless play to lie,''' 

Yet prestos gently, half inclin'd 
To bring his lip of nectar nigh ! 

* Somewhat like the symplegoa of Cupid ai 
PysDhe at Flomice, in which the positipn 
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ippy maid ♦ too happy boy ! 
2 one 8o fond and faintly loath, 
)ther yielding slow to joy — 
, rare indeed, but blissful both I 

ne, love, that I am he, 

1 just as warm as he is chilling' ; 

ne too that thou art she, 

; quite as cold, as she is willing : 

y we try the graceful way 
vhich their gentle arms are twin'rf, 
bus, like her, my hand I lay . 
m thy wreathed hair behind : 

hus I feel thee breathing sweet, 
dow to mine thy head 1 more ; 
bus our lips together meet, 
I — ^thus I kiss thee — oh my love I 



Xi3ctvoTU cmoaEv, o'n enroUuiievov ci;<^fcnvci.. 

Arisiot Kkdor. Lib. iii. Cap. 4 

e's not a look, a word of thine 
soul hath e'er forgot ; 
ne'er hast bid a ringlet shine, 
iv'n thy locks one graceful twine 
ich I remember not ! 

's hand is finely expitssive of afiSsCtion. See 
seiun Florentinum, Tom. ii. Tab. 43, 44. I 
f very few subjects in which poetry could be 
nterestingly employed, them in iUu^rath^ 
r the ancient siatues and gems . 
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There uever yet a murmur fell 
From that beg^uUing tongue, 
Which did not, with a lingering spell, 
Upon my charmed senses dwell. 
Like something heaven had sung ! 

Ah ! that I could, at once, forget 

All, all that haunts me so — 
And yet, thou witching girl I — and yet, 
To die werfe sweeter, than to let 
The IotM reraembrance go ! 

No ; if {his slighted heart must see 

Itsfaithfol pulse decay, 
Oh ! let it die, remembering Uiee, 
And, li^e the bujmt aroma, be 

Consum'd in sweets awfiy ! 
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TO JOSEPH ATKINSON, ESQ. 

I FROM BERMUDA.* 

March. 

« The daylight is gone — but, before we de- 
part, 

^' One cup shall go round to the friend of my 
heart, 

* Pinkerton bas said that ** a good history and 
I description of the Bermudas might afford a pleasing 
addition to the geographical library;*' but there 
certainly are not materials for such a work. The 
island, since the time of its discoveiy, has -experi- 
enced su very few vicissitudes, the people have been 
so indolent, and their trade so limited, that there is 
bai little which the historian oouid amplify into im- 
portance ; and with respect to the natural produc- 
tions of the country, the few which the inhabitants 
can be induced to cultivate are so common in the 
West Indiefe, that they have been described by eve- 
ry naturalist, who has wriuen any account of those 
idands. 

It is often asserted by the trans«atlantic politi- 
cians, that this little colony desei-ves more attention 
from the mother-country than it receives, and it 
certainly nossesses advantages of situation, to which 
we shoulo not be long insensible, if it were once in 
the bands of an enemy. 1 was told by a celebrated 
fttend of Washington at New-Vork, that they bad 
livmed a plan for its capture towards the conclusion 
•f the American War ; ** with the intention (as he 
expressed himself) of making, it a nest of hornets 
tn the annoyance of British trade in that part of 
the world.** And there is no doubt it Ufssofiu'rly 
in the track to the West indieB, tliataa enemy nikht 
wHh ease oonven it into a very luraraing nnpecn^ 
fnenti 
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^< To the kindest, the dearest— oh ! jui 

the tear, 
^' That I shed vrhile I name him, ho^ 

and how dear!" 
^was thus, by the shade of a calabasl 
With a few who could feel and rem 

like me, 

The plan of Bishop Berkeley for a college 
4nuda, where American savages might be co 
and educated, though concurred in by the 
Hnentofthe day, was a wild and useless spec 
Mr. Hamilton, who was governor of theislai 
years since, proposed, if 1 mistake not, the es 
mant of a roanne academy for the instru 
those children of West Inchnns, who migh 
tended for an^ nautical employment. Thi 
more rational idea, and for something of thii 
the island is admirably calculated. But i 
should be much more extensive, and embra 
neral system of education, which would ent 
move the alternative, in which the colonists 
volved at present, of either sending their 
England for instruction, or entrusting them 
leges in the States of America, where ideas 
means favourable to Great Britain, are vei 
loiisly inculcated. 

The women of Bermuda, though not gi 
handsome, have an affectionate languor in U] 
and' manner, wbieh is always interesting, 
the French imply by their epithet atmtuU 
very much the character of the young Ber 
girls — that predisnositiOB to loving, which, 
being awakened by any particuiar object, 
itsell through the general maimer in a loiu 
dernesf that never tul» to fascinate. The 
the island, Iconfesa, are ootTeiy ciriliied; 
old phUoBMher, who kuagiBed that, alter IJ 
men would bf cbanoed kuto mutes, aad vob 
tonle-dovML woald ind tha neiamorpboslB i 
^fignt aminpated at fiamadSk 
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The charm, that to sweeten my goblet 1 

threw, 
Wias a tear to the past and a blessmg on you ! 

Oh ! say, do you thus, ia the luminous 
hour 
Of wine and of wit, when the heart is in flower 

And shoots from the lip, under Bacchus's dew, 
In blossoms of thought erer springing and 

new! 
Do you sometimes remember, and hallow the 

brim 
Of your cup with a sigh, as you crown it to 

him. 
Who is lonely and sad in these vallies so fair, 
And would pine in elysium, if friends were 

not there ! . 

Last ni^ht, when we came from the cala- 
bash-tree, 
When my limbs were at rest and my spirit 

was free, * , 
The i^ow of the gn^pe and the dreams of the 

day, 
Put the magical springs of my fancy in play. 
And <>h ! — such a vision .as haunted me then 
I eould slumber for ages to witness again ! 
The many I like, and the few I adore. 
The friends, who were dear and beloved be« 

fore, 
Sot nerer till now so beloved and dear, 
At the catt t>f my fancy surrounded me here ! 
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SooD, soon did the flattering spell of their 

smile 
To a paradise brig^hten the blest little isle ; 
Serener the wave, as they look'd on it, flow*^, 
And warmer the rose, as they gathered it, 

glow'd I 
Not the Tallies Hersen (though water'd by 

rills 
Of the pearliest flow, from those pastoral 

JiiUs,* 
When the song of the shepherd, primaeval 

and wild. 
Was tanght to the nymphs by tlieir mystical 

child,) 
Could display such a bloom of delight, as wbS 

given 
By the magic of love to this miniature hea- 
ven I 

Oh magic of love ! unembellish^d by you. 

Has the garden a blush or the herbage a hue ? 

Or blooms there a prospect in nature or art, 

Like the vista that shines through the eye to 

the heart ? 

Alas ! that a vision so happy should fede ! 
That, when momini^ around me in brilliancy 
play'd, 

* Mouutaios of Sicily, upon which Daphnis, the 
first inventor of bucolic poetry, was nursed by the 
nymphs. See the lively description of these moun- 
tains in Diodorus Sicukis, Lib. iv. 'Hfoia TOf of •! 
mfo mv XtaeJUaytrivy Sl ^act soUei k. f . A. 
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The rose aad the stream I had thought of at 

night 
Should still be before me, unfadingly bright ; 
While the friends, who had seem'd to hang 

over the stream, 
* And to gather the roses, had fled with my 

dream! 

But see, through the harbour, in floating 

array, 
The bark that must cariy these pages away,"^ 
Impatiently flutters her wing to the wind. 
And will soon leave the bowers of Ariel be- 
hind ! 
What billows, what gales is she fated to prove, 
Ere she sleep in the lee of the land that X 

love ! 
Tet pleasant the swell of those billows would 

be, 
And the sound of those gales would be music 
to me ! 

Jfot the tranquillest air that the winds enrer 
blew. 

Not the silvery lapse of the summer-eve dew 

Were as sweet as the breeze, or as bright ^ 
the foam 

Of the wave, that would carry your wander- 
er homo I 

* A ship, ready to sail for Eoglandi 
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LOVE AND REASON. 



'* Quand Piiomnie comnteDce a raii onner, il cesse de 



7Tfras in the timiiiier-tiine so sweet, 
Wbea liearts and flowers are both in seasmiy 

That— whoy of all the world should meet, 
One ear]^ dawn, but Lore and Reason I 

Lore told his dream of yester-nig^ht, 
Whtte reason talk'd about the weather ; 

'Die mom, in sooth, was fair and brig;ht, 
And on they took their way together. 

The boy in many a gambol flew, 
While Reason, like a Jimo stalkM, 

And from her portly figure threw 
A lengthened shadow, as she walked. 

No wonder Lore, as on they past, 
Should find that sunny morning chill, . 

For dtin the shadow Reason cast 
Fell on the boy, and oool'd him still, 

vin vain he tried his wings to warm, 

Or find a path-way, not so dim. 
For still the maid*s gig^tio form 

Would pass between the sun and him ! 

* Quoted somewbero in St. Pierrots Etudes da la 
Nature. 
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<'Thi9 must not be,^ taid little Lot#— 
^* The sun was made ibr-Biore than yoiu" 

Bo, turaiDg throagli a myrtle giore. 
He bid the portly nympli adiea ! 

Now gaily roves the laughing boy 
O'er many a mead, by many a stream ; 

In erery breeze inhaling joy. 
And drinking bliss in erery beam. 

From all the gardens, all the bowers, 
He cull'd the many sweets they shadedj 

And ate the fruits and smelt the flowers, 
Till taste was gone and odour faded ! 

But now the sun, in pomp of noon, 
Look'd blazing o*er the parched plains ; 

Alas ! the boy grew languid soon, 
And fever thrili'd through all his reins ) 

The dew forsook his baby brow, 
No more with yiyid bloom he smil'd-— 

Oh ! where was tranquil Reason now. 
To cast her shadow o'er.the child ? 

Beneath a green and aged palm. 
His foot at length for shelter taming, 

He saw the nymph reclining calm, 

With brow as cool, as his was burning I 

*^ Oh ! take me to that bosom cold,'' 
In murmurs at her feet he said ^ 

And Reason op'4 ber garment's fioldy 
And flung it round his ferer'd he&d. 
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He felt her bosom^s icy touch, 
And soon it loli'd his pulse to rest ; 

For ! ah the chill was quite too much, 
And love expir'd on Reason's breast ! 



Nat, do not weep, my Fannt dear I 

While in these arms you lie, 
The world hath not a wish a fear,. 
That ougfht to claim one precious tear 

From that belored eye ! 

The world! — ah, Fannt ! love must shui 
The path where many rore ; 

One bosom to recline upon, 

One heart to be his only-one, 
Are quite enough for love ! 

What can we wish, that is not here 

Between your arms and jpine ? 
Is there, on eaHh, a space so dear, 
As that within tiie blessed 8|diere 
Two loving anas entwine ! 

For me there^s not a lock of jet 

Along yoar ^emples curPd, 
Within whose glossy, tangling net, 
Hj/ly soul doth not, at once foi^t 

All, all the worthlesB world ! 
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'Tis in your eyes, my sweetest love ! 

My only worlds I see ; 
Let but their orbs in sunshine moye, 

And earth below and sides aboye 

May frown or smile for me I 



ASPASIA. 



*Twas in the fair Asp Asians bower, 
That Love and Learning many an hour. 
In dalliance met, and Learning smiFd, 
With rapture on the j^ayful child, 
Who wanton stole^ to find his nest 
Within a fold of Learning's vest ! 

There, as the Ibtening statesman bung 
In transport on Aspasia's tongue. 
The destines of Athens took 
Their colour from AspAsrA^t lode. 
Oh happy time ! when laws of state, 
When all that ruVd the country's &te. 
Its gl(N7, quiet, or alarms, « 

Was planned between two snowy arms ! 

fiweet times ! you could not always last — 
And yet, oh ! yet, you are not past ; 
Though we have lost the sacred mould, 
In which their men were cast of old, 
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Woraaui, dear woman, still the same, 
While lips are balm and looks are flame^ 
While man possesses heart or eyes, 
Woman^ brig^ht empire aeTer dies ! 

Fanny, my love, they ne'er shall say. 
That beauty's charm hath passed away 
JSo — gi^e the unirerse a soul 
Attun'd to womanls soft control, 
And Fannt hath the charm, the skill, 
Te w^ld a uniyerse at will t 



ASf9 OTRB& FOEM^. 109< •' 

THE GRECIAN OIBL'S DBEAM 
OF TH£ BXSSSED ISXANIIS.^ 

TO H£B LOVLB. 



'xtn aoXof 

tf Joan. Opaop. ColUcia, 



^s 



"Was it the moon, or was it momini^t my. 

That called thee, dearest, firom these anas 
away? 

I lingered still, in all the munnurini^ rest, 

The langfiior of a floal too richly blest ! 

Upon my breath thy sigh yet faintly hungf ; 

Thy name yet died in whispers o'^ itiy 
tongue; 

I beard thy lyre, which then hadst left he- 
hind. 

In amorans^ainvierse witii the-breatfaing wind ; 

QniclL tp nay heart I prestthe ahell diTiiMy 

And, wkh a Hp yet flowing warm from tlnoe, 

* * It was imBgined by som* of the ancients that 
thefe is an etheraal ocean abore us, and that tbs siin 
and moon are two floating, lumineus iriands, j^ 
which the spiriu of the blest leside. Accordingfv 
weiind thawiwoid Qatam wwiKm^ksmmm/ 
noos withoqf,aDd death was not uafrsquantljrcali^ 
«d Qsrowii nfof, or •* the passage ol the ocean." 
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I kist its erery cCiord, while every kiss 
Shed o^er the chord some dewy print of blis^. 
Then soft to thee I touch'd the fervid lyre, 
Which told such melodies, such notes of £re 
As none but chords, that drank the burning 

dews 
Of kisses dear as ours, could e^er diffuse ! 
Oh love ! how blissful is the bland repose, 
That soothing follows upon rapture's close. 
Like a soft twilight, o'er the mind to shed 
Mild melting traces of the transport fled ! 

While thus I lay, in this voluptuous calm, 
A drowsy languor steeped my eyes in balm. 
Upon my lap the lyre in murmurs fell. 
While fkintly wandering o'er its silver shell 
My fingers soon their own sweet requiem 

play'd, 
And slept in music which themselves had 

made ! 
Then, then, my Theon, what a heavenly 

dream! 
I saw two spirits, on the hinar beam. 
Two winged boys, descending from above. 
And gliding to my bower with looks of love. 
Like the young genii, who repose their wings 
All day in Amatha'^ luxurious tprings^^ 
And rise at midnight, from the tepid rill 
To cool their plumes upon some moon-ligbt 

iiiU! 

•Eunapius, in his lift of Jambliebus, teUs us «f 
two beautiftil little spirits or lot «% which JanNis- 
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Soft o'er my brow, which kindled with 

their sighs, 
Awhile they playM; then gliding through 

my eyes, 
(Where the bright babies, for a moment, 

hung, 
Like those thy lip hath kist, thy lyre hath 

sung,) 
To that dim mansion of my breast they stole. 
Where, wreath'd in blisses lay my captive 

soul. 
Swift at their touch dissoly'd the ties that 

clung 
So sweetly round her, and aloft she sprang ! 
' Exulting guides, the little genii flew . 
Through paths of light, refreshed with stany 

dew, 
And fanned by airs of that ambrosial breath, 
On which the free soul banquets after death ! 

I 

Thou know'st, my lore, beyond our clouded 
skies, 
As bards hare dream'd, the spirits' kingdom 
lies, 

ehus raised by enchantment from the warm sprinp 
at Gadara; ** dicens astatotibus (says the autbor of 
the Dii Faddici, p 160) Ulos esse ktci Gmiioi:** 
which words however are not in Eunapius. 

I find from Cellarius, that Aniiatha* in the neigh- 
bourhood of Oadara, was also celebrated for its 
warm springs, and I have preferred it as a more 
poetical name than Gadara. Cellarius quotes Hie« 
i;onymu8. " £fit et alia villa in vicinia GadarsB no- 
mine Amatfaa, tfbi calidse awMB cnimpunL'* Q90- 
graph. Antiq. lib. lii. cap. 19. 
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Through that fair dime a sea of ether rolls'* 
Gem^4 ^i^ bright islands, where the hal 

lowM Bools, 
Whom life hath wearied in its raee of hours 
Hepose forever in unfading bowers ! 
That Tery orb, whose solitary light 
80 often guides thee to mj arms at night. 
Is no chill planet, bat an isle of love, 
Floatiog, in Bplendonr throngh those Bea<- 

above! 

Thither, I thought, we wing*d our airy way, 

Mild o^er its rallies streamed a silvery day, 

While, all around on lily beds of rest. 

Reclined the spirits of the immortal Blest !f 

Oh ! there I met those few congenial maids. 

Whom lore hath warm'd, in phiiosopfak' 

shades ; 
f 
* Thisbelief of ao occao in the heaTens, or '* wa- 
ters above the firmament,^ was one of the man; 
physical errors in which the early fothers bewildex- 
ed themnltrcfl. Is P. Baltits, in bis " ddRsBse deii 
saints Fgresf accuses de Platonistne,'* taking it fur 
naoted that the ancients were more correct it* 
their notibns, (which -by no means appears finn:>) 
what I have already quoted) adduces the obstinacy 
of xht ia'hers in this whimsical opinion, as a prooi 
of their fepugoaiiee to 0?en trutli from the hands 01* 
the pbiloiopihinrs. This is a strange way of dafend- 
ing Hm faCMrs, sad «ttiitaates much move than they 
dessnre to the philaanfiinti. Fer an^abstrad of th i's 
woik «f BallaSt (ibe eqipDaar «f FoDtcoeUe, Van 
Dale, tie. hi thir ftmomi coaele controvert) sec 
•* BifaliotheqtM sies AutiipM Ek^fisiast da 18. sle- 
cte,*« 1 Part TWn. jL 

^Tbesa waie iMiw^ apinioos aaaoDg the &r.. 
flents tviih rfsptct !» ^r hnmr «tfwUunBBt ; 
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There still lieoDtiom* on her sag^e's breast. 
Found lore and love, was tutorM and carest; 
And there the twine of Py thias'f g^entle arms 
Repaid the zeal which deified her charms ! 
The Attic Master,! in Aspasia's eyes 
Forgot the toil of less endearing ties ; 

some make it an clysium, end others a puigatoiy^ 
while some supposed it to be a kind of enlrepot be- 
tween heaven and earth, where souls which had 
left their bodies, and those which were on their wa}* 
to join them, were deposited in the Tallies of li ecate, 
and remained till further orders Toit vc^i crcJlvivnv 
Ofpi AC7CIV aurof MiTOiMi>, ucu aw* aornt^ ttant xofciv M 
TDv vcf iTCi^v jixiaiv. Stob. Lib. 1. ICclog. Physic 

* The pupil and mistress of Epicurus, who called 
Jier his ** dear little Leontium** (Aeortofio*) as ap- 
pears by a fragment of one of his letters in Laertius. 
This Leontiuni was a weman of talent ; ** she had 
the impudence (says Cicero) to write against 
Tbeophrastus;*' and, at the same time Cicero 
grres her a name whieh is neither polite nor trans- 
hiteable, " Meretricula etiam Leontium contra 
TTheophrastum scribere ausa est.** De Natur. 
Deor. She left a daughter called Dariae, who was 
just as rigid an Epicurean as her mother; some- 
thing like Wielanil^s Danae in Asathon. 

It would sound much better, Fihrnk, if the name 
were Leontia, as it occurs the first time in Laer- 
tius ; hut M. Menage will not hear of this readhig. 

f Pythias was a wouian whom Aristotle lored, 
and to wliom after lier death be paid ^iTiae honouxs, 
solemnizing her memonr by the same sacrifices 
which the Athenians omre^ to the goddess Ceres. 
For this impious gallantir the philosopher was, of 
course, censured ; it would be well howerer if some 
of our modem Stagiritas had a little of this super* 
stitioB about the meooory ol their mictreMes. 

1^ Socrates ; who used to coasole himself in the 1^ 
ciety of Aspasia ft>r those " I^ss dsdearriog tlfet^ 

vor.. i». to 
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While fair Theano* innocently fair, 
Play'd with the ringlets of her Samian's hair,f 
Who, fix'd by lore, at length was all her own, 
And pass'd bis spirit through her lips alone ! 

Oh Samian sage! whate'er thy glowing 

thought 
Of mystic Numbers hath divinely wrought; 
The One that's formed of Two who dearly 

love, 
Is the best number heaven can boast abore ! 

which he found at home with Xantippe. For an 
account of this extraordinary creature?, Aspasia, 
and her school of erudite luxury at Athens, see 
L^Uibtoire de TAcad^mie, etc. lora. xxxi. p. 69. 
S€gur rather foils on the subject of Aspasia. ** Les 
Femmes." Tom. i. p. J '23. 

The author of the ** Voyage du Monde de Descar- 
tes" has also placed these philosophers in the moon, 
and hat alotted Seigneuries to them, as well as to 
tbeastronoiners; (2 part p. 143.) but he ought not 
to have forgotten their wives and mistresses; ** cares 
SOB ip£&. in morte relioquunt.*' 

* There are some sensible letters extant under 
the name of this &\r Pythagorean. They are ad- 
dressed to her female friends upon the education of 
children, the treatment of servants, etc. One, in 
particular, to Nicostrata, whose husband had givsn 
ner reasoos for jealousy, contains such truly consid- 
etate and rational advice, that it ought to be trans- 
latad for the edification of all married ladies. S<M 
Oale*f Opuscul. Myth. Pbys p. 741. 

fPythagoims was remarkable for fine hair, and 
Doctor Thiers (in his Histbire des Perruques) seems 
to take it for cmated it was all bis own, as he has not 
joentiOkied hnn among those ancients who were 
ablked to have recourse to the **cQma appo&ititia." 
X*tii8t des Pemiques, Chap. r. 
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But think, my TheoD, how this soul was 

thrill'd, 
When near a fount, which o'er the vale dis- 

tiU'd, 
My fancy's eye beheld a form recline* 
Of lunar race, but so resembling thine, 
That, oh ! — 'twas but fidelity in me, 
To fly, to clasp, and worship it for thee ! 
No aid of words the unbodied soul requires, 
To waft a wish her embassy desires ; 
But, by a throb to spirits only giyen, 
By a mute impulse, only fielt in heaven. 
Swifter than meteor slmft through sommer 

skies. 
From soul to soul the glanc'd idea flies ! 

We met — like thee the youthful rision 

smil'd; 
But now like thee when passionately wild, 
Thou wak'st the slumbering* blushes of my 

cheek. 
By looking things thyself would blush to 

speak ! 
No! 'twas the tender, intellectual smile, 
FlushM with the past and yet serene the 

while. 
Of that delicious hour when, glowing yet. 
Thou yield'st to nature with a fond regret. 
And thy soul, waking from its wilderM dream. 
Lights in thine eye a mellower, chaster beam ! 

C^ my belored ! how divinely sweet 
Is the pure joy, when kindred spirits Hieet ! 
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Th' Elean god,* whose faithful waters flow, 
With love their only light, through caves be- 
low. 
Wafting in trium h all the flowery braids, 
And festal rings with which Olympic maids 
Have deck*d their billow, as an offering 

meet 
To pour at Arethusa^s crystal feet ! 
Think, when he mingles with his fountain- 
bride 
What perfect rapture thrills the blended tide ! 
Each melta in each, till one pc'vading kiss 
Confound their current in a sea of bliss ! 
'Twas thus — 

But, Theon, His a weary theme, 
And thou delight'st not in my lingering 

dream. 
Oh ! that our lips were, at this moment, near. 
And I would kiss thee into patience, dear ! 
And make thee smile at all the magic tales 
Of star-light bowers and planelary vales, 
Which my fond soul inspir'd by thee and 
love, 
. In slumber's loom hath exquisitely wove. 
But no ; no more — soon as to-morrow's ray 
O'er soft Ilissus shall dissolve away. 

*The river Alpheus; which flowed by Pisa or 
Ohrmpia, and into which it was customary to throw 
oflnrings of different kinds, during the celebration of 
the Olympic games. In the pretty romance of Cli* 

. tophon and Leucippe, the river is supposed to cany 
these offiBTings as bridal gifts to the fountain Arethu- 

. sa. Kai an t^* AfC^tMrov «tw AA^iov voiupcsokd' 
itcfif 9v q TMV okoiawv iofm n* r.K, Lib. 1, 
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I'll fly, my Theon, to thy burning breast, 
And there in raurmiirs tell thee all. the rest : 
Then if too weak, toc^cold the vision seems, 
Tfay lip shall teach, me something more than 
dreams! 



THE SENSES. 

A DREAM. 



Imbower'd in the vernal shades, 

And circled all by rosy fences, 
T saw the fire luxurious maids, ' 

Whom mortals love and call The Senses. 

Many and blissful were the ways, 

In which they seemM to pass their hourB*- 
One wander'd through the garden's maze. 

Inhaling all the soul of flowers ; 

Like those, who live upon the smell 
Of roses, by the Ganges' stream,''' 

With perfume from the flowret's bell. 
She fed her lifers ambrosial dream ! ^^*, 

Another touchM the silvery lu^e, 
To chain a charmed sister^ ear. 

Who hung beside her, still and mute, 
Gazing as if her eyes could hear ! 

The nymph who thruPd the warbling wire, 

Would often raise her ruby lip, 

* Circa fontem Gangis Astomorum gentum 

halitu tantum viventem et odore quern naribus tiH- 
bant Plin. Lib. vii. eap 3. 
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As if it pouted with desire 
Some cooling, nectarM draught to sip. 

Nor yet was she, who heard the lute, 
UDmiDdful of the minstrel maid, 

But prest the sweetest, richest fruit 
To bathe her ripe lip as hhe play 'd ! 

But, oh ! the fairest of the group 
Was one, who in the sunshine lay. 

And opM the cincture's gulden loop 
That hid her bosom^s panting play ! 

And still her gentle hand she stole 
Along the snows, so sweetly orbM, 

And lookM the while, as if her soul 
Were in that heavenly touch absorb'd ! 

Another nymph, who linger'd nigh, 
And held a prism of rarious light, ' 

Now put the rainbow wonder by, 
To look upon this lovelier sight. 

And still as bne's enamour'd touch 

Adown the lapsing ivory fell, 
The others eye entrance as much. 

Hung giddy o'er its radiant swell ! 

Too wildly charmed, I would have fled— 
But she, who in the shunshine lay, 

Re{dacM her golden loop, and said, 
** We pray thee for a moment stay. 

<<ICtme my counting pulses beat, 
'* It must be now almost the hour, 
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" When Love, with risitation sweet, 
'' Descends upon our bloomy bower. . 

<* And with him from the sky he brings 
« Our sister-nymph who dwells above — 

*' Oh ! never may she haunt these springs^ 
*' With any other god but Love ! 

*' When he illumes her magic urn, 
'' And sheds his own enchantments in it| 

'^Though but a minute's space it bum, 
'^ 'Tis heaven to breathe it but a minute ! 

" Not all the purest power we boast, 
"'Not silkenjioucb, nor vernal dye, 

" Nor music, when it thrills the most, 
" Nor balmy cup, nor peifume's sigh, 

*' Such transport to the soul can give» 
«< Though felt till time itselif shall wither, 

<< As in that one dear moment live, 
*♦ When Love conducts our sister hither !" 

She ceas'd — the air respir'd of bliss — 

A languor slept in every eye ; 
And now the scent of Cupid's kiss 

Declar'd the melting power was nigh f 

I saw them come — the nymph and boy, 
In twisted wreaths of rapture bound ; 

I saw her light the urn of joy, 
While all her sisters lang^ish^ rrnxoik I 

A sigh from every bosom broke — 
I felt the flames around me glide. 
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Till with the glow I trembling woke, 
And found myself by Fanny's side ! 



THE STEERSMAN'S SONG. 

WRITTEN ABOARD TOE BOSTON FRI6ATB 28th AFRIL.* 

When freshly blows the nothern gale, 

And under coursers snug we fly ; 
When lighter breezes swell the sail, 

And royals proudly sweep the sky ; 
'Longside the wheel, unwearied still 

I stand, and as my watchful eye 
Doth mark the needless faithful thrill, 

I think of her I love, and cry, 

Port, my boy ! port. 

When calms delay, or breezes blow 

Right from the point we wish to steer ; 
When by the wind close-haurd we go. 

And strive in vain the port to near ; 
I think 'tis thus the fates defer 

My bUss with one that's far away, 
And while remembrance springs to her, 

I watch the sails and sighing say, 

Thus,^myboy! thus. 

* Heft Bermuda in the Boston about the middle* 
April in company with the Cambrian and Leande 
aboard the latter of which was the Admiral, Sir Ai 
drew Mitchell, who divides his year between Hal 
fyx and Bermuda, and is the verv soul of soeiei 
and good-fellowslAip to both. We separated in 
few days, and the Boston after a short truUe po 
ccederi to NewYokr. 



AKD OTHER POEMS. tr2l 

But see the wind draws kindlj aft, 

All hands are up the yards to square, 
And now the floating stu'n-sails waft 

Oar stately ship through wayes and air. 
Ob ! then i think that yet for me 

Some breeze of fortune thus may spring*; 
Some breeze to waft me, love, to thee ! 

And in tliathope I smiling sing. 

Steady, boy ! f»fh 



TO CLOE. 



IMITATED FROM MABTIAL. 

I COULD resign that eye of blue, 

Howe'cr it burn, howe'er it thrill me ; 
And though your lip be rich with dew, 

To loose it, Clok, scarce would kill Q9e. 
That snowy neck I ne'er should miss. 

However warm IVe twin'd about it ! 
And though your bosom beat with bliss, » 

I think my soul could live without it. 

In short, I've Icam'd so well to fast, 

That, sooth my love, I know not whelher-] 

I might not bring myself at last. 
To — do without you altogether ! 

VOL. II. 11 
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TO THU FIRE-FLY.* 

This morning, when the earth and sky 
Were burning with the blush of spring, 

I saw thee not, thou humble fly ! 
Nor thought upon thy gleaming wing. 

But now the skies have lost their hue^ 
And sunny lights no longer play, 

I see thee, and I bless thee too 
For sparkling o'er the dreary way. 

Oh ! let me hope that thus for me. 
When life and love shall lose their bloom. 

Some milder joys may come, like thee. 
To light, if not to warm, the gloom ! 

*The lively and varying illumination, with 
which these fire*flies light up the woods at night, 
gives quite an idea of enchantment. '* Puis ces 
mouciies se d^veloppant de Tobscurit^ de ccs ar* 
bres et s'approehant de nous, nous les voyious sur 
les Grangers voisins, quails mettaient tout en feu, 
nous rendant la vue de leurs beaux fruits dores que 
la nuit avait ravie,** etc. etc. See THistoire dee 
Antilles, Art. 2. Cbap. 4. Liv. 1. 
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THE VASE. 



There was a vase of odour lay 
For many an hour on Beauty^s shrine. 

So sweet that Love went every day 
To banquet on its breath divine. 

V 

And not an eye bad ever seen 

The fragrant charm the vase conceal'd ; 
Oh Love ! how happy 'twould have been, 

If thou hadst ne'er that charm reveal'd I 

But Love, like every other boy, 
Would know the spell that lurks within: 

He wish'd to break the crystal toy, 
But beauty murmur'd '* twas a sin !" 

He swore, with many a tender plea. 
That neither heaven or earth forbad it ; 

She told him, Virtue kept the key. 
And lookM as if— she wish'd he had it ! 

He stole the key when Virtue slept, 
(Ev'n she can sleep, if Love but ask it!) 

And Beauty sigh'd, and Beauty wept, 
While siUy Love unlocked the casket. 

Oh dulcet air>that vanishM then ! 

Can Beauty's sigh. recall thee ever! 
Can Love, himself, inhale again 

A breath so precious ! never ! never ! 
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Go, maiden, weep — the tears of woe 
By Beauty to repentauce ^iFen, 

Though bitterly on earth they flow, 
Shall turn to fragrant balm in heaYcn 



f 



THE WREATH AND THE CHAIN*. 

I B&TNG thee, Love, a golden chain, 
' I bring thee too a flowery wreath ; 
The gold shall never wear a stain, 

The flowerets long shall sweetly breathe I 
Come tell me which the tie shall be 
To bind thy gentle heart to me. 

The chain is of a splendid thread, 

Siol'n from IVIioerva'3 yeAow hair. 
Just when the setting sun had shed 

The sober beam of evenmg there. 
The Wreath's of brightest m> rtle wove, 

With brilliant tears of bliss among it, 
And many a rose-leaf, cuil'd by Love, 

To heal his lip when bees have stung i{ ! 
Come, tell me which the tie shall be, 
To bind thy gentle heart to me. 

• 
Yes, yes, I read that ready eye. 

Which answers when the tongue is loath. 

Thou lik'st the form of either tie, 

And hold'st thy playful hands for both. 



AND OTHER POEMS^. 1^0 

Ah ! — if there were not something wrong, 
The world would see them blended oft ; 

The Chain would make the Wreath so strong! 
The Wreath would make the Chain so soft! 

Then might the gold, the flow'^rets be 

Sweet fetters for my love and me ! 

■ • 

But, Fanny, so unblest they twine. 

That (heaven alone can tell the reason] 
When mingied thus they cease to shine^ 

Or shine but tor a transient season ! 
Whether tht Chaiu may press too much, 

Or that the Wreath is slightly braided, 
Let but the gviM the flow'rets touch, 

And all theiv giow, their tints are faded I 
Sweet Fan.m. what would Rapture do, 

Wlien all her blooms had lost their grace ? 
Might she not stea a rose or two, 

From other Wreaths to fill their place ? — 
Oh I better to be always free. 
Than thus to bind my love to thee« 



The timid girl now hung her head, 

And, as she turn'd an upward glance, 
I saw a doubt its twilight spread 

Along her brow's divine expanse. 
Just then, the garland's dearest rose 

Gave one of it* seducing sighs — 
Ob ! who can ask how Fannt chose. 

That ever loi k'd in Fanny's eyes ! 
««The Wreath, my life, the Wreath shall be, 
<< The. tie to bind my soul to thee !'' 
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TO 



And hast thou mark'd the pensiye shade, 
That many a time obscures my brow, 

Midst all the blisses, darling maid, 
Which thou canst give, and only thou ! 

Oh ! 'tis not that I then forget 
The endearing charms that round 
twine — 

There nevet throb'd a bosom yet 
Could feel their witchery, like mine ! 

When bashful on my bosom hid. 
And blushing to have felt so blest, 

Thou dost but lift thy languid lid, 
Again to close ft on my breast ! 

Oh ! these are minutes ail thine own. 
Thine own to give, and mine to feel, 

Yet ev'n in them, my heart has known 
The sigh to rise, the tear to steal. 

For I have thought of former hours. 
When he who first thy souJ possessed, 

Like me awakM its witching rmwers 
Like me was lovM, like me was blest ! 

Upon his name thy murmuring tongue 
Perhaps hath all as sweetly dwelt ; 

For him that snowy lid hath hung 
In extacy, as purely felt ! 

For him — ^yet why the past recall 
To wither blooms of present bliss ! 



K 
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ThouM now my own, I clasp thee all, 
And heaven can grant no more than this ! 

Forgive me, dearest, oh ! forgave ; 

I would be first, be sole to thee. 
Thou should'st but have begun to live. 

The hour that gave thy heart to me. 

Thy book of life till then efiac'd, 
Love should keep that leaf alone, 

On which he first so dearly traced 
That thou wert, soul and all, my own ! 
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LORD VISCOUNT FORBES. 
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TO LORD VISCOUNT FORBES. 

FROM THE CITY OF WASHINGTON. 



KAI MH ©ATMAEHS MHT' EI MAKPOTE 
PAN rRrPA<I>A THN EITlLTOAHIf, MHA* 
El Tl nEPlEPrOTEPON H nPEEBXTIKQ- 
TEPOiV EIPHKAMEN E ATTH. 

IsocrcWEpist, iv. 



If former times had never left a trace 
Of human frailty in their shadowy race. 
Nor o'er their pathway written, as they ran, 
One dark memorial of the crimes of man ; 
If every age, in new unconcious prime, 
Rose, like a phoenix, from the fires of time, 
To wing its way ung^ided and alone, 
The future smiling and the past unknown ; 
Then ardent man would to himself be new, 
Earth at his foot and heaven within his view, 
Well might the novice hope, the sanguine 

scheme 
Of full perfection prompt his daring dream. 
Ere cold experience, with her veteran lore. 
Could tell him, fools had dream'd as much 

before ! 
But, tracing as we do, through age and dime 
The plans of virtue midist the deeds of crime. 
The thinking follies and the reasoning rage 
Of man, at once the ideot and the sage ; 
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When still we see, through every varyiug' 

frame 
Of arts and polity, his course the same, 
And know that ancient fools but died to 

make 
A space on earth for modern fools to take ; 
Tis strange, how quickly we the past forget j 
^ That wisdom's self shouM not be tutor'd yet, 
Nor tire of watcing for the monstrous birth 
Of pure perfection midst the sons of earth ! 

Oh ! nothing but that soul which God has 

given, 
Could lead' us thus to look on earth for 

heaven ; 
O'er dross without to shed the flame within, 
And dream of virtue while we gaze on sin ! 

Even here, beside the proud Potowmac's 
stream. 
Might sages still pursue the flattering theme 
Of days to come, when man shall conquer 

fate. 
Rise o'er tfie level of this mortal states- 
Belie the monuments of frailty past, 
And stamp perfection on this world at last ! 
" Here," might they say, " shall power's di- 
vided reign 
** Evince that patriots have not bled in rain. 
" Here godlike liberty's herculean youth, 
^'Cradled in peace, and nurtured up by 
truth 
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*' To full maturity of nen^e and mind, 

" Shall crush the giants that bestride man- 
kind I* 

" Here shall relig-ion's pure and balmy 
draught, 

"In form no more from cups of state be 
quaff'd, 

** But flow for all, through nation, rank and 
sect, 

" Free as that heaven its tranquil waves re- 
flect. 

" Around the columns of the public shrine 

"- Shall growing arts their gradual wreath en- 
twine, 

"Nor breathe corruption from their flower- 
ing braid, 

** Nor mine that fabric which they bloom to 
shade. 

••* No longer he re shall justice bound her view, 

"Or wrong tlie many, while she rights the 
few ; 

" But take her range through all the social 

frame, 
*^' Pure and pervading as that vital flame, 

* Thus Morse. " Here the sciences and the arts 
ef civilized life are to receive their highest improvo* 
ments: here civil and religious liberty are to flour- 
ish, unchecked by the cruel hand of civil or eccle- 
siastical tyranny ; here genius, aided by all the im- 
provements of former ages, is to be exerted in hu- 
manizing mankind, in expanding and enriching 
their minds with religious and philosophical knotv- 
ledge," etc. etc. P. 669. 
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'' Which warms at once our best and meanes 

part, 
^' And thrills a hair while it expands a heart ! 

Oh golden dream ! what soul that loves t 
scan 
The brightness rather than the shades of man 
That own the good, while smarting with th* 

And loves the world with all its frailty still- 
What ardent bosom does not spring to mee 
The generous hope with all that heavenl; 

heat. 
Which makes the soul unwilling to resign 
The thoughts of growing, even on earth, di 

vine! 
Yes, dearest Forbes, I see thee glow to thin] 
The chain of ages yet may boast a link 
Of purer texture than the world has known, 
And fit to bind us to a Godhead's throne ! 

But, is it tlius ? dotlk even the gloriou 
dream 
Borrow from truth that dim uncertain gleam 
Which bids us give such dear delusion. scope 
As kills not reason, while it nurses hope ? 
No, no, believe me, 'tis not so— eWn now, 
While yet upon Columbia's rising brow 
The showy smile of young presumption plays 
Her bloom is poison'd and her heart decays 
Ev^n now, in dawn of life, her sickly breati 
Bums with the taint of empires near thei 
death, 
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And, like tiie nymphs of her own withering 

clime, 
She's old in youth, she's blasted in her 

prime !* 

Already has the child of Gallia^s school, 
The foul Philosophy that sins by rule, 
With all her train of reasoning, damning arts. 
Begot by brilliant heads or worthless hearts, 
Like things that quicken after Nilus' flood. 
The venom 'd birth of sunshine and of mud ! 
Already has she pourM her poison here 
O'er every charm that makes existence dear. 
Already blighted, with her blackning trace, 
The opening bloom of every social graoe. 
And all those courtesies, that love to shoot 
Round virtue's stem, the flow'rets of her fruit ! 

Oh ! were these errors but the wanton tide ^ 
Of young luxuriance or unchasten'd pride ; 
The fervid follies and the faults of such 
As wrongly feel, because they feel too much ; 
Then might experience make the fever less, 
Nay, graft a virtue on each warm excess ; 

« *> What will be the old age of this govemment, 
if it is thus early decrepit !" Such was the remark 
of Fauchet, the French minister at Philadelphia, in 
that famous despatch to his government which was 
intercepted by one of our cruisers in the year lf94. 
This curious memorial may be found in Porcupine's 
Works, Vol. i. p. 279. it remains a striking monu- 
ment of republican intrigue fm one side, and repub- 
lican pronigacy on the other ; and 1 would recom- 
mend the perusal of it to every honest politickm, 
who may labour under a moment's delusion with 
respect to the purity of American palc\o\\sta. 



And laiesi lunj w^ .>.» — 
Which, rarely venturing in the 
While nobler passions wage thei: 
Comes skulking last, with selfisl 
And dies, collecting lumber in 
Liong has it palsied every grasp 
And greedy spirit through 1 

land; 
TurnM life to traffic, set the de 
So loose abroad, that virtue's s 
And conscience, truth, and hoi 
To rise and fall, like other wa 

Already in this free, this vii 
Which Frenchmen tell us, ^ 

fate. 
To show the world, what I 

springs 
From rabble senators, and me 
Even here already patriots le 
Thftir nrivate perquisites fror 
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And, guardians of the country's sacred fire, 

Like Afric's priests, they let the flame for 
hire! 

Those vaunted demagfog^es, who nobly rose 

From England's debtors to be England's 

foes,* 
Who could their monarch in their purse 

forget, 
And break allegiance, but to cancel debt,t 
Have prov'd at length the mineral's tempting 

hue. 
Which makes a patriot, can unmake him too»| 
Oh ! freedom, freedom, how I hate thy cant ! 
Not eastern bombast, nor the savage rant 

* I trust 1 shall not be suspected of a wish to 
justify those arbitrary steps of the English govern- 
ment which the Colonies found it so necessary to 
resist ; my only object here is to expose the selfish 
motives of some of the leading American dema- 
gogues. 

f The most persever?ng enemy to the interests of 
this country, amongst the politicians of the western 
world, has been a Virginian merchant, who, finding 
it easier to settle his conscience than bis debts, was 
one of the first to raise the standard against Great 
Britain, and has ever since endeavoured to revenge 
upon the whole country the obligations which he 
lies under to a few of its merchants. ^ 

|[See Porcupine's account of the Pennsylvania 
Insurrection in 1794. In short, see Porcupine's 
Works throughout, for ample corroborrtion of every 
sentiment which 1 have ventured to express. In ^ 
saying this, I refer less to the comments of that 
writer, than to the occurrences whicb he has relate 
ed and the documents which he has preserved. 

Opinion may be suspected of bias, but mcts speal^ 
for themselves. 

VOL II. 12 
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Of purpled maJinen, were they numbcr'd all 
From Roman Nero down to Russian Paul, 
Could ^ate upon my ear so mean, so base, 
As the rank jargon of that factious race. 
Who poor of heart and prodigal of words, 
Botn to be slaves and ^struggling to be lords, 
But pant for licence, while they spurn 

control, 
And shout for rights, with rapine in their 

soul ! 
Who can, with patience, for a moment see 
The medley mass of pride and misery, 
.Of whips and charters, manacles and rights, 
Of slaving blacks and democratic whites,* 
And ail the pye-baid polity that i eigns 
In free confusion o'er Columbia's plains ? 
To think that man, thou just and gentle God I 
Should stand before thee, with a tyi*ant's rod 
O'er creatures like himself, with soul from 

thee. 
Yet dare to boast of perfect liberty ; 
Away, away — I'd rather hold my neck 
By doubtful tenure from a sultan's beck, 

*Tn Virji»inia the eCects of this svstem begin to 
be felt rather seriously. While the n^astcr raves of 
liberty, the slave cannot but catch the contagion, 
and accordingly there seldom elap&es a month with- 
out some alarm of insurrection amougstthe negroes. 
The accession of I^uisiana, it is fe.ifefl, will in- 
crease this eir.!)arrasment ; as ihe numerous emi- 
grations, which are expected to take place from the 
southern states to this newly acquired territory, 
will consideifthly diminish the white population, and 
thus strengthen the proportion of negroes to a de- 
gree which must ultimately be ruinoudw 
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In climes, where liberty has scarce been 

nam'd, 
Nor any rig-ht but that of ruling claimed 
Than thus to live, when bastard freedom 

waves 
Her fu>,tian flag* in mockery over slaves ; 
Where (motley laws admitting no degree 
Betwixt the lively slav'd and madly free) 
Alike the bondage and the licence suit, 
The brute made ruler and the man made 

brute I 

But, oh my Forbes ! while thus, in flow- 

erless song- 
I feebly paint, what yet I feel so strong, 
The ills, the voices of the land, where first 
Those rebel fiends, that rack the world, were 

nurst ! 
Where treason's arm by royalty was nerv'd, 
And Frenchmen learnM to crush the throne 

they serv'd — 
Thou gently lulPd in dreams of classic 

thought, 
By bards illuaiinM and by sages taught, 
Pant^st to be all upon this mortal scene , 
That bard hath fancied or that sage hath been! 
Why should I wake thee? why severely chace 
The lovely forms of virtue and of grace, 
That dwell before thee, like the pictured 

spread 
By Spartan matrons round the genial bed, 
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Moulding thy fancy, and with gradual art 
Brightening the young conceptions of tl 

heart! 
Forgire me Fo&bes — and should the soi 

destroy 
One generous hope, one throb of social joy, 
One high pulsation of the zeal for man, 
Which few can feel, and blest that few wl 

can ! 
Oh ! turn to him, beneath whose kindred ey 
Thy talents open and thy virtues rise, 
Forget where nature has been dark or din 
And proudly study all her lights in him! 
Yes, yes, in him the erring world forget, 
And fjpel that man may reach perfection ye^ 



SONG. 



The wreath you wove, the wreath you wov 

Is fair — but oh ! how fair. 
If pity's hand had stolen from love 

One leaf to mingle there ! 

If every rose with g^ld were tied. 

Did gems for dew-drops fall. 
One faded leaf where love had sigh'd 

Were sweetly worth them all ! 

The wreath you wove, the wreath you wovi 

Our emblem well may be ; 
Its bloom is yours, but hopeless love 

Must keep its tears for me! 



LYING. 



( 



CHE CON LE L0& BU6IE PAJON DITINI. 

Miuro d> Arcano. 



I DO confess, in many a sigh. 
My lips have breathM you many a lie, 
And who with such delights in view. 
Would lose them, for a lie or two ? 

Nay— look not thus, with brow reproving ; 
Lies are, my dear, the soul of loving ! 
If half we tell the girls were true, 
If half we swear to think and do. 
Were aught but lying^s bright illusion. 
The world would be in strange confusion ! 
If ladies' eyes were, every one. 
As lovers swear, a radiant sun, 
Astronomy should leave the skies. 
To learn her lore in ladies' eyes ! 
Oh no ! — believe me, lovely girl, 
When nature turns your teeth to pearl, 
Your neck to snow, your eyes to fire. 
Your yellow locks to golden wire, 
Then, only then can heaven decree, 
That you should live for only me, 
Or I for you, as night and mom. 
We've swearing kist, and kissing sworn ! 



. 
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And now, my gentle hints to clear, 
For oDce, I'll tell you ti*uth, my dear ! 
Whenever you may chance to meet 
A loving youth, whose love is sweet, 
Long as you're false and he believes you, 
Long as you trust and he deceives you, 
So long tiie blissful bond endures ; 
And while he lies, his heart is yours : 
But, oh ! youVe wholly lost the youth 
The instant that he tells you truth I 
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ANACREONTIC. 

I fill'd to thee, to thee I drank, 
I nothing did but drink and fill ; 

The bowl by turns was brigfiit and blank, 
'Twas drinking', filling-, drinking' still ! 

At length I bid an artist paint 
Thy image in this ample cup, 

That I mig-nt see the dimpled saint, 
To whom I quafTd my nectar up. 

Behold how bright that purple lip 
Is blushing" through the wave at me I 

Every roseate drop I sip 

Is just like kissing wine from thee ! 

But, oh ! I drink the more for this ; 

For, even when the draught I drain, 
Thy lip invites another kiss. 

And in the nectar flows again ! 

So, here's to thee, my gentle dear ! 

And may that eye for ever shine 
Beneath as soft and sweet a tear 

As bathes it in this bowl of mine ! 



4 
k 

{ 
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TO 'S PICTURE. 

Go then, if she whose shade thou art 
No more will I.^t thee soothe my pain — 

Yet tell her, it has cost his heart 
Some pan^s, to give thee back again ! 

Tell her the smile was not so dear,* 

With which she made thy semblance mill 
As bitter is the burning tear, 

With which I now the gift resign ! 

« 
Yet go— and could she still restore, 

As some exchange for taking thee, 
The tranquil look which first I wore, 

When her eyes found me wild and free : 

Could she give back the careless flow, 
The spirit which my fancy knew — 

Vet, ah ! 'tis vain — go, picture, go — 
Senile at me once, and then — ^adicu ! 
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FRAGMENT 



OF A MITHOLOGJCAL HYMN TO LOVE. * 

Blest infant of eternity ! 
Before the day-star learned to move. 
In pomp of fire, along his grand career, 

Glancing the beamy shafts of light 
From his ricl^ quiver to the farthest sphere. 
Thou wert alone, oh Love I 
Nestling beneath the wings of ancient night 
Whose horrors sccmM to smile in shadow- 
ing thee ! 

No form of beauty sooth'd thine eye, 

As through the dim expanse it wander'd 
wide ; 

Xo kindred spint caught thy sigh, 
As o'er the watery waste it lingering died. 

* Love and Psyche are here considered as the 
ai^tive and passive principles of creation, and the 
universe is supposed to have received its first har- 
monizing impulse from the nuptial syn^pathy be- 
tween these two powers. A marriage is generally 
the first step in cosmogony. TIitikus held form to 
he the father, and Matter the mother of the world ; 
Elioii and Berouth, 1 think, are Sanchoniatho^s first 
spiritual lovers, and Manco-capac and bis wife in- 
troduced creation amongst the Peruvians. lu short, 
Harlequin seems to have studied cosmogonies, when 
he said ^'tuttoil mondo § fattocome la nostra fa- 
mig^ia." 

VOT,. II. 13 



146 EPISTLES, ODES, 

Unfelt the pulse, unknown the power. 

That latent in his heart was sleeping ; 
Oh Sympathy ! that lonely hour 

Saw Love himself thy absence weeping ! 
But look what glory through the darkness 

beams! 
Celestial airs along the water glide : 
What spirit art thou, moving o'er the tide 
So lovely ? art thou but the child 
Of the young godhead's dreams, 
That mock his hope with &tucies strange and 
wild ? 
Or were his tears, as quick they fell, 
Collected in so bright a form. 
Till, kindled by the ardent spell 

Of his desiring eyes. 
And all impregnate with his sighs, 
They spring to life in shape so fair and warm ! 

'Tis she I 
Psyche, the first born spirit of the air 
To thee, oh Love ! she turns, 
On thee her eye-beam bums : 
Blest hour of nuptial ecstacy ! 

They meet — 
The blooming god — ^tbe spirit fair — 

Oh ! sweet, oh heavenly- sweet ! 
Now, Sympathy, the hour is thine ; 
All nature feels the thrill divine. 
The veil of Chaos is withdrawn, 
And their first kiss is great Creation's dawn *. 

« * « 4» « 
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TO HIS SEJLENE HIGHNESS 

THE DUKE OF MONTPENSIER, 

ON HIS PORTRAIT OF THE LADY ADELAIDE V-R-BES. 

Donington Park, 1802. 

To catch thie thought, by painting's spell, 
Howe'er remote, howe'er refin'd 

And o'er the magic tablet tell 
The silent story of the mind ; 

O'er nature's form to glance the eye. 
And fix, by mimic light and shade. 

Her morning tinges, ere they fly. 
Her evening blushes, ere they fiaide ! 

These are the pencil's grandest theme, 

Divinest of the powers divine 
That light the Muse's flowery dream, 

And these, oh Prince ! are richly thine I 

Yet, yet, when Friendship sees thee trace, 

In emanating soul exprest, 
The sweet memorial of a face 

On which her eye delights to rest ; 

While o'er the lovely look serene, 
The smile of Peace, the bloom of youth. 

The cheek, that blushes to be seen. 
The eye, that tells the bowm's truth ; 
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While o'er each line, so brightly true, 
Her soul with fond attention rove*, 

Blessing tlie hand, whose various hua 
Could imitate the form it loves; 

She feels the value of thy art. 
And owns it with a purer zeal, 

A rapture, nearer to her heart. 
Than critic taste can ever feel I 



THE PHILOSOPHER ARISTIPPUS* 

TO A LAMP WHICH WAS GIVEN HIM BY 

LAIS. 



DULCIS CONSCIA I.ECTI7M LUCERKA. 

Martial, Lib. xiv. Epig. 39. 



" Oh ! love the Lamp (my mistress said) 
" The faithful Lamp that, many a night, 

'^ Beside thy Lais' lonely bed 
« Has kept its little watch of light ! 

♦ It was not very difficult to become a philoso- 
pher amongst the ancients. A moderate store of 
Uaming, with a considerable portion of confidence, 
and wit enough to produce an occasional apophth- 
egm, were all the necessary qualifications for the 
purpose. The principles of moral science were sw 
very imperfectly understood, that the founder of a 
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**■ Full often has it seen her weep, 
" And fix her eyes upon its flame, 

" Till, weary, she has sunk to sleep, 
*^ Repeating her beloved's name ! 

" Oft has it known her cheek tp burn 
" With recollections, fondly free, 

" And seen her turn, irapassion'd turn 
" To kiss the pillow, love ! for thee, 

*' And, in a murmur, wish thee there, 

" That kiss to feel, that thought to share ! 

'' Then love the Lamp — 'twill often lead 
" Thy step through learning's sacred way ; 

'•• And, lighted by its happy ray, 

" Whene'er those darling eyes shall read 

new sect, in forming his ethical code, nnght consult 
either fancy or temperainent, and adapt it to his 
own passions and propensities ; so that Mahomet, 
with a little more learning, might have flourished as 
a philosopher in ihose days, and would have requir- 
ed but the polish of the schools to beconie the rival 
of Aristippus in morality in the science of nature 
too, though they discovered some valuable truths, 
yet they seemed not to know they were truths, or at 
least were as well satisfied with errors ; and Xeno- 
phanes, who asserted that the stars were igneous 
clouds, lighted up every ni^ht and extinguished 
again in the morning, was thought and styled a phi- 
losopher, as generally as he who anticipated ^ew- 
•ton in developing the arrangement of the imiverse. 
For this opniion of Xenophanes, see Plutarch dc 
Placit Philosoph lib. ii. cap 13. It is impossible 
to read this treaties of *']utarch, without alternate- 
ly admiring and smiling at the genius, the absurdi- 
ties of the philosophers. 
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" Of things sublime, of nature's birth 
" Of all that's bright in heaven or earth. 

" Oh ! think that she, by whom 'twas given. 

" Adores thee more than earth or heaven!'' 

Yes — dearest Lamp ! by every charm 
On which thy midnight beam has hung ;'^- 

The neck reclin'd, the graceful arm 
Across the brow of ivory flung ; 

The heaving bosom, partly hid, 
The sever'd lip's delicious sighs, 

The fringe, that from the snowy lid 
Along the cheek of roses lies : 

By these, by all that bloom untold. 
And long as all shall charm my hearty 

I'll love my little Lamp of gold. 
My Lamp and I shall never part! 

And often, as she smiling said, 

In fancy's hour, thy gentle rays 
Shall guide my visionary tread 

Through poesy's enchanting maze ! 

^ The ancients had their lucerns cubicularise, or 
bed chamber lamps, which as the Emperor Galie- 
uus said ''nil eras meminere ;** and with the same 
commendation of secresy, t'raxaaora addresses her 
lamp in Aristophanes* EntJL-ns- We may judge how 
fanciful they weie, in the use and embeUishment of 
their lamps, from the famous symbolic Lucema 
which we find in the Romaoum Museum Mich. Ang. 
Causei, p. 127. 
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Thy flame shall light the page refin'd, 
Where still we catch the Chian's breath, 

Where still the bard, though cold in deaths 
Has left his burning soul betdnd ! 

Or, o^er thy humbler legend shine. 
Oh man of Ascra's dreary glades !* 

To whom the nightly-warbling Nincf 
A wand of inspiration gavcj 

Pluck'd from the greenest tree that shades 
The crystal of Castalia's wave. 

Then, turning to a purer lore, 

We'll cuil the sagcs^ heavenly store. 

From Science steal her golden clue, 
And every mystic path pursue, 
Wlierc Nature, far from vulgar eyes 
Tliroiigh labyrinths of wonder flies ! 

'Tis thus my heart shall learn to know 
The passing world's precarious flight, 

Wlicre all, that meets the morning glow, 
la chang'd before the fall of night !* 

* Hesiod, who tells us in rotdlanclioly terms of his 
father's flight to the wretched village of Ascra. 
Ef7 icai H;i£?. V 251. 

f Evvux'O' S"£ix«v» vEftuakkia oaoxi* icicoi. Theog. 
V. 10 

\ Kat (101 0-KT)irTf ov iSov^ deUpvns cpi^nMa o^ov. Id. 
V. 30. 

^ Pciv TO 6Ka voTOiiH 5iur\v, as expressed amoDfl the 
dogmas of Heraclitus the tlphesian, and with the 
same image by Seneca, in whom we find a beau- 
tiful diffusion of the thought. " Nemo est manc> 
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I'll tell tliee, as I trim tby fire, 
" Swift, swift the tide of being runs, 

•' And Time, who bids thy flame expire, 
" Will also quench yon heaven of suns !'' 

Oh I then if earth's united power 
Can never chain one feathery hour ; 
If eveiy print we leave to-day 
To-morrow's wave shall steal away ; 
Who pauses, to inquire of Heaven 
Why we/e the fleeting treasures given, 
The sunny days, the shady nights, 
And all their brief but dear delights. 
Which Heaven has made for man to use 
And man should think it guilt to lose ? 
Who, that has cuU'd a weeping rose, 
Will ask It why it breathes and glows, 
Unmindful of the blushing ray. 
In which it shines its soul away ; 
Unmindful of the scented sigh, 
On which it die's and loves to die I 

Pleasure '. thou only g-ood on earth I* 
One little hour resign'd to thee— 

Oh ! by my Lais' lip, 'tis worth, 
The sage's immortality! 

qui fuit pridie Corpora nostra rapiuntur flunii« 
num more , quidcjuid vides ciirrit cum temoore. 
Nihil ex his qu<£ videinus manet Egj ipse, dum 
loquor mutari ipsa, mutatus sum,*' etc. 

* \ristippus coni«idered motion as the principle 
of happiness, in which idea be differed from the 
Epicur^ns, who looked to a state of repose as the 
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Tiien lar be all the wisdom hence, 
And all the lore, whose tame control 

Would wither joy with chill delays ! 

Alas ! the fertile fount of sense, 
At which the young, the panting soul 

Drinks life and love, too soon decays ! 

Sweet Lamp ! thou wert not form'd to rfied 
Thy splendour on a lifeless page — 

Whate'er my blushing Lais said 
Of thoughtful lore and studies sage 

''Twas mockery all — her glance of joy 

Told me thy dearest, best employ !* 

only true voluptuousness, and avoMed even the 109 
lively agitations of pleasure, as a violent and un- 
graceful derangement of the senses. 

* Mauperluis has been still more explicit than 
this piiilosopher, in ranking the pleasures of fcnse 
above the sublimest pursuits of wisdom. Speaking 
of the infant man, in his production, he calls him, 
** une nouvelle cr€ature, qui pburra comprendre les 
choses les plus sublimes, etce qui est bien au-dcsFus, 
qui pourora gouter les mdmes plaisirs. " See his 
Vinus Physique. This appears to be one of the 
efforts at Fonteiiellc'.« gallantry of manner, for 
which the learned President is so well ridiculed in 
ilie Akakia of Vohaire. 

Maupertuis may be thought to have borrowed 
from the ancient Aristippus that indiscrimii. ate the- 
ory of pleasures which he has s«t forth in his Essai 
de Fbilosophie Morale, and for which he was so 
very justly condemned. Aristippus, accoiding to 
Laertius, held nn 5ia(p£?£iv n '-oJomv 'tj^ovhi, wliicn ir- 
rationail sentiment has been adopted by Maupertuis; 
" Tant qu*on ne considere que i'fetat present, lous 
les plaisirs sont du nieme geni^,** etc. etc. 
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And, soon as night skall close tbe eye 

Of Heaven's young wanderer in tbe west. 
When seers are gazing on tbe sky, 

To find their future orb« of rest ; 
Then shall I take my trembling way, 

Unseen but to those worlds abore, 
And, led by thy mysterious ray, 

Glide to the pillow of my love. 

Calm be her sleep, the gentle dear! 
Nor let her dream of bliss so near ; 
Till o'er her cheek she thrilling feel 
My sighs of fire in murmurs steal, 
And I shall lift the locks, that flow 
Unbraided o'er her lids of snow. 
And softly kiss those sealed eyes. 
And wake her into sweet surprise ! 

Or if she dream, oh ! let her dream 

Of those delights we both have known 
And felt so truly, that they seem 

Form'd to be felt by us alone ! 
And 1 shall mark her kindling cheek, 

Shall see her bosom warmly move, 
And hear her faintly, lowly speak 

The murmur'd sounds so dear to love I 
Oh ! I shall gaze, tiU even the sigh. 
That wafts her very soul, be nigh, 
And when the nymph is all but blest, 
Sink in her arms and share the rest ! 
Sweet Lais ! what an age of bliss 

In that one moment waits for me ! 
Oh sages ! think on joy like this. 

And Where's your boast of apathy I 
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TO MRS. BL— H— D. 

WRITTEN IM BBR AIAUM. 



Tara 6i ti urn to rorov ; irAavTi, e^. 

Cebtiis Ihbula. 



They say that Loye had once a book, 
(The urchin likes to copy you,) 

Where, all who came the pencil took^ 
And wrote, like us, a line or two. 

'Twas Innocence, the maid divine, 
Who kept this volume bright and fair, 

And saw that no unhallowM line, 
Or thought profane should enter there. 

An(i sweetly did the pages fill 

With fond device and loving lore, 

And every leaf she turn'd was still 

More bright than that she turn'd before ! 

Kcneath the touch of Hope, how soft, 
How light the magic pencil ran ! 

Till fear wou'd come, alas ! as oft, 
And trembling close what hope beg^n. 

A tear or two had dropp'd from Grief, 
And Jealousy would, now and then, 

lluflle in haste some snowy leaf, 

Which love had still to smooth «%^\xi\ 
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But, oh ! there was a blooming boy, 
Who often turn'd the pages o'er, 

Aod, wrote therein such words of joy. 
As all who read still sigh'd for more ; 

And Pleasure was this spirit's name^ 
And though so soft his voice and look, 

Yet innocence, whene'er he came, 
Would tremble for her spotless book ! 

For still she saw his playful fingers 
Fill'd with sweets and wanton toys ; 

And well she knew the stain, that lingers 
After sweets from wanton boys ! 

And so it chanc'd, one luckless night 

He let his honey goblet fall 
O'er the dear book, so pure, so white, 

And sullied lines and marge and all ! 

In vain he sought, with eager lip 
The honey from the leaf to drink, 

For still the mure the boy would sip, 
The deeper still tlie blot would sink ! 

Oh ! it would make you weep to see 
The traces of this honey flood 

Steal o'er a page where Modesty 
Had freshly drawn a rose's bud ! 

And Fancy's emblems lost their glow, 
And Hope's sweet lines were all defac'd, 

And Love himself cou id scarcely know 
What Love himself had lately trac'd .' 
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At length the urchin Pleasure fled, 

(For how, alas ! could pleasure stay ?) 
And Lore while many a tear he shed, I ^ 

In blushes flung the book away I > 

The index now alone remains, > \ 

Of all the pag'es spoiFd by Pleasure, 
And though it bears some honey stains, 

Yet Memory counts the leaf a treasure ! 

And oft, they say, she scans it o'er, 

And oft, by this memorial aided. 
Brings back the pages now no more, • 

And thinks of lines that long have faded ! 

I know not if this tale be true. 

But thus the simple facts are stated ; 
And I refer their truth to you. 

Since Love and you are near related t 
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TO THOMAS HUME, ESQ. M. i>. 

FROM THE CITY OF WASHINGTON. 



rlilHrHEOMAI AFErHMATA lEliS AHIETA. 
KOINaNA 'CIS HEnoNQA OIK EXQN. 
Xenophoni. Ephes. Ephesiac. Lib. v. 



'Tis evening now ; the heats and cares of 

day 
In twillight dews are calmly wept away. 
The lover now, beneath the western star, 
Sighs through the medium of his sweet segar, 
And fills the ears of some consenting she 
With puffs and vows, with smoke 'and con- 

stancy ! 
The weary statesman for repose hath fled 
From halls of council to his negroes shed. 
Where blest he woos some black AspasiaV 

grace, 
\nd dreams of freedom in his slave's em- 
brace !* 

» The** black Aspasia" of the present*** ****** 
of the United States, ** inter Avernales baud igiio* 
tissima nyniphas^' has given rise to much pleasantrf 
among the anti-democrat wit« in America. 

VOL. 11. 14 
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In fancy now, beneath the twillight gfloom, 
C'ome, let me lead thee o'er this modern 

Borne I* 
Where tribunes nrie, where dusky Davi how. 
And what was Goose-Creek oince is Tiber 

now If — 
This fam'd metropolis where fancy sees 
Squares in morasses, obelisks in trees ; 
Which travelling" fools and g^etteers adorn 1 
With shrines unbuilt and heroes yet unborn, 
Though nought but woodj and ******** 

they see, 
Where streets should run, and sages ought to 

be: 

"^ " On the original location of the ground now ai- 
■otted for the seat of the Federal City (says Mr. 
Weld), the identical spot in which the capitol now 
standi was called Borne. This anecdote is related 
hy many as a certain prognoslie of the future mag- 
nificence of this citVf which is to be, as it were, a 
second Rome." WtWs TraveUt Letter, iv. 

^ A little stream that runs through the city whicli, 
with intolerable affectation, they have styled the 
Tiber. It was originally called Goose- Creek. 

X *' To be under the necessity of going through a 
rleep wood for one or two miles, perhaps, in order 
to see a next door neiphbonr, Ofia in the same city, 
is a curious and I believe a novel circumstance.*' 
fTTeld. Letter iv. 

The Federal City (if it must be called a city) has 
not been much increased since Mr. Weld visited it. 
Most of the public buildings, which were then in 
so.nri degree of forwardness, have been since utterly 
suspended. The Hotel is already a ruin ; a great 
pftrt of its roof has fallen in, and the rooms are left 
to be occupied gratuitously hy the miserable Scotch 
»nd Irish emigrants. The President's House^ a 
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And look, how soft in yonder radiant wave, 
The dying sun prepares his golden grave I — 
Oh great Potowmac ! oh you banks of shade I 
You mighty scenes, in nature's morning- 
made, 
While still, in rich magnificence of prime, 
She pour'd her wonders, lavishly sublime, 
Nor yet had learn'd to stoop with humblei 

care. 
From grand to soft, from wonderful to fair ! 
Say were your towering hills, your boundless 

floods, 
Your rich savannas and majestic woods, 
Where bards should meditate and heroes 

rove, 
And woman charm and man deserve her 
love J 



very noble structure, is by no means suited to the 
philosophical humility of its present possessor, who 
inhabits but a comer of the mansion himself, and 
abandons the rest to a state of uncleanly desolation, 
which those who are not philosophers cannot look 
at without regret. This grand edifice is encircled 
by a very rude pale, through which a common rustic 
stile introduces the visitors of the first man in 
America With respect to all that is within the 
house, 1 shall imitate the prudent forbearance of 
Herodotus, and say, la deiv avoppntu. 

The private buildings exhibit the same character- 
istic-display of arrogant speculation and premature 
ruin, and the few ranges of houses which were be- 
gun some years ago, have remained so long waste 
and unfinished, that they are now for ibe most pan 
dilapidated. 
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Oil I was a world so brig-ht but born to grace 
Us own half-org-anized, half minded race* 
Of weak barbarians, swarming o'er its breast, 
Like vermin, gender'd on the lion's crest ? 
Were none but brutes to call that soil their 

home, 
Where none but demi-gods should dare to 

roam ? 
Or worse, thou mighty world ! oh ! doubly 

worse, 
Did Heaven design thy lordly land to nurse 
The motley dregs of every distant clime, 
Each blast of anarchy and taint of crime 
Which Europe shak2s from her perturbed 

sphere, 
fn full malignity to rankle here ? 
But hush ! — observe that little mount of pines. 
Where the breeze murmurs and the fire-fly 

shines, 

* The picture which Buffon and De Pauw have 
drawn of the American Indian, though very humili- 
ating, is, as far as l can judge, much more correct 
than ihe flattening repre^-entations which ^f'lr. Jef- 
ferson has given us. ISee tiie notes on Virginia, 
where tliis gentleman endeavours tc disapprove in 
general the opinion maintained so strongly by some 
philosophers, that nature (as Mr. Jefferson expresses 
It) btliiiles lier productions in the western world. 
M. de Pauw attributes the imperfection of animal 
life in America to the ravages of a very recent de- 
luge, from whose effects upon its t^oil and^atmosphero 
it has not yet bufficiently lecovered. tee bis Re* 
.searches sur les AnUricains, Part i. torn. i. p. 102. 



i 



I 
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There let thy fancy raise, in bold relief, 
The sculptur'd image of that yeteran 

chief,* 
Who lost the rebel's in the hero's name, 
And stept o'er prostrate loyalty to fame ; 
}3cncath whose sword Columbia's patriot 

train 
Cast O0* their monarch, that their mob might 

reign ! 
llow shall we rank thee upon glory's 

page ! 
Thou more than soldier and just less than 

sage ! 
Too form'd for peace to act a conquerer's 

part. 
Too train'd in camps to learn a statesman's 

art, 
Nature flcsign'd Ihee for a Iiero's mould, 
But, ere she cast thee, let the stuff grow 

cold ! 

While warmer souls command, nay make 

tbcip fit to, 
Tliy falo made thee and forc'd thee to be 

grca* 
Yet Fo^tun.'. who so oft, so blindly sheds 
Tier brijrlicst halo round Ihc weakest heads, 
Found th^e uudazzlcd tranquil as before. 
Proud to bo useful, scorning lo be more ; 
T.css prompt at glory's than at duty's claim, 
Renown ihe meed, but self- applause the aim ; 

♦ 1 -n a small hill near the capitol there 19 to be an 
luestriau statue ot General Washm^ow. 
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Ail thou bast been relSects less fame on thee, 
Far less than all thou hast forborne to be ! 

Now turn thine eye where faint tlie moon- 
light falls 
On yonder dome — and in those princely halls, 
If tiiou canst hate, as, oh ! that soul must 

hate, 
Which loves the virtuous and reveres the 

great, 
if thou canst loathe and execrate with roe 
That Gallic garbage of philosophy. 
That nauseous slaver of these frantic times, 
With which false liberty dilutes her crimes! 
If thou hast got within thy free-born breast. 
One pulse that beats more proudly than the 

rest. 
With honest scorn for that inglorious soul, 
Which creeps and winds beneath a mob's 

control. 
Which courts the rabble's smile, the rabble's 

nod, 
And makes, like Egypt, every beast its god! 
There, in those walls — but, burning tongue, 

forbear ! 
Rank must be reverenced, even the rank 

that^s there : 
So here 1 pause — and now, my Hume ! we 

part; 
But oh ! full oft, in magic dreams of heart, 
Thus let us meet, and mingle converse dear 
By lliames at home, or by Potowmac here ! 
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O'er lake and marsh, through ferers and 

through fogs, 
Midst bears and yankees, democrats and 

frogs. 
Thy foot shall follow me, thy heart and eyes 
With me shall wonder, and with me despise!* 
While I, as oft, in witching thought shall rove 
To thee, to friendship, and that land I love, 
Where, like the air that fans her fields of 

green. 
Her freedom spreads, unfever*d and serene ; 
Where sovereign man can condesend to see 
The throne and laws more sovereign still 

than he ! 

* In the ferment which tho French revolution 
excited among the democrats of America, and the 
licentious sympathy with which they shared in the 
wildest excesses of jacobinism, we may find one 
source of that vulgarity of vice, that hostility to all 
the graces of life, which distinguishes the present 
demagogues of the United States, and has become 
indeed too generally the characteristic of their coun- 
trymen. But there is another cause of the eomip- 
tion of piivate morals, which, encouraged as it is by 
the government, and identified with the interests of 
the community, seems to threaten the decay of all 
honest principle in America. I alluded to those 
firaudulent violations of neutiality to which they are 
indebted for the most lucrative pait of their com- 
merce, and by which they have so long infiringed 
and counteracted the maritime rights and advanta- 
ges of this country. This unwarrantable trade is 
necessarily abetted by such a system of collusion,, 
imposture, and. perjury, as cannot fail to spread 
rapid contamination around it. 



i08 EPISTLES, ODES. 

THE SNAKE. 

1801. 

Mt lore and I, the other day, 
Within a myrtle arbour lay, 
When near us from a rosy bed, 
A little Snake put forth its head. 

" S^," said the maid with laug-hiog* eyca - 
'' Yonder the &tal emblem lies ! 
^' Who could expect such hidden harm 
'' Beneath the rose's velvet charm r^' 

Never did mortal thought occur 
In more unlucky hour than this ; 

For oh ! I just was leading her. 
To talk of love and think of bliss. 

I rose to kill the snake, but she 
In pity pray'd, it might not be. 

'< No," said the g^l — and many a spark 
Flash'd from her eyelid, as she said it - 

*' Under the rose, or in the dark, 
'<One might, perhaps, have cause t< 
dread it ; 

"< But when its wicked eyes appear, 
<< And when we know, for what thcv wini 

BO, 

'< One must be very simple, dear, 
" To let it sting" one— don't you Ibiak so r' 
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LINES, 

WRITTEN ON LBAVINO PHILADELPHIA. 



— TTjvJg Ttj» jroXiv (piXcM 

Biircov* ero^ia jaf. 

Sophocl, (Edip. Colon, v. 758. 



Alone by the Schuylkill a wanderer rov'd, 
And bright were its flowery banks to his 
eye; 
But far, very far were the friends that he 
lovM, 
And he gaz^d on its flowery banks with a 
sigh ! 

Oh nature ! though blessed and bright are 
thy rays, 
O'er the brow of creation enchantingly 
thrown, 
V^et faint are they all to the lustre, that plays 
In a smile from the heart that is dearly our 
own ! 
iVor long did the soul of the stranger remain 
Unblest by the smile he had languished to 
meet *. 
Though scarce did he hope it would soothe 
him ag^ain, 
Till the threshold of home had bocii kis«?M 
by his feet ! 

VOL. II. IT) 
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But tlic lays of his boy-hood had stol'n to 
their ear, 
And they lov'd what they knew of so hum- 
ble a name, 

Vnd they told him, with flattery welcome 

and dear, 
That lliey found in liis heart sometliing' 

sweeter than fame ! 

Nor did woman — oh woman ! whose form and 
whose soul 
Arc the spell and the light of each path 
wc pursue ! 
Whether sunn'd in the tropics or chilPd at 
the pole, 
If woman be there, there is happiness too ! 
Nor did she her enarmouring" magic deny. 
That magic his heart had relinquished so 
long. 
Take eyes he had lov'd was Ae/* eloquent eye. 
JAkc them did it soften and weep at his 

SODg. 

Oh! blest be the tear, and in memory oft 
May its sparkle be shed o'er his wandering 
dream! 
Oh! blest be that eye, and may passion as 
soft 
As free from a pang ever mellow its beam ' 
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The stranger is g^ne— but he will not forget, 
When at home he shall talk of the toil he 
has known, 
To tell, with a sigh, what endearments he 
met, 
As he stray'd by the wave of the Schuylkill 
alone ! 



THE FALL OF HEBE. 

A DITHYRAMBTC ODE.* 



'Twas on a day 
When the immortals at their banquet lay : 

The bowl 
Sparkled with starry dew, 
The weeping of those myriad urns of light. 
Within whose orbs, the almighty Power, 
At nature's dawning hour, 

* Though I call this a Dith3nrambic Ode, I cannot 
presume to say that it possesses, in any deoree, the 
characteristics of that species of poetry. The na- 
ture of the ancient Dithyrambic is very imperfectly 
known. According to M. Burettet a licentious ir- 
regularity of metre, an extravagant research of 
thought and expression, and a rude embarrassed 
construction, are among its most distinguishing fea- 
tures. He adds, **Ces caracteres des dityrarahes 
se font sentir k ceux qui lisent attentivement les odes 
de Plndare." Memoires de V Acad. Vol. x. p. 306. 
And the same opinion may bo collected from 
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Stor'd the rich fluid of etherial soul \* 

Around 
dolt odorous clouds, that upward wing their 
flight 

From eastern isles, 
(Where they have bathed them in the orient 
ray, 

Schmidt's dissertation upon the subject. But I 
think if the Dithyrambics of Pindar were in our 
possession, we should find, that, however wild and 
fanciful, they were by no means the tasteless jargon 
they are represented, and that even their irregu- 
larity was what Boileau calls ** un beau d6sordre." 
Chiabrera, who has been s^led the Pindar of Italy, 
and from whom all its poetry upon the Greek model 
was called Chiabrerescp (as Crescimbeni informs 
us. Lib. i. cap. 12.) has given, amongst his Vendem- 
mie, a Dithyrambic, dU* uso de* Greci ; it is full of 
those compound epithets, which, we are told, were 
a chief character of the style (ovv^ns d£ Ae|cis croi«tv. 
Suid* Ai3t;paM3odid* such as 

Briglindorato Pegaso 
Nubicalpestator. 

But 1 cannot suppose that Pindar, even amidst all 
the licence of dithyrambics, would ever have de- 
scended to ballad-language like the following : 

BeUaFilli, ebellaClori 
Non piu dar pr^o a tue bellezze e taci, 
Che se Bacco fo vezzi alle mie labbra 
Fo le fiche a* vostri baci. 

esser vorrei Coppier, 

E se troppo desiro 
Deh fossi io Botti^lier. 

Rime del Chtabrera^ Part ii. p. 352. 

* This is a Platonic fancy ; the philosopher sup- 
j»oses, in his Timseus, that, when the Deity had 
tormed the soul of the world, he proceeded to tho 
composition of other souls; in which process, say it 
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And with fine fragrance all their bosoms 

filPd, ) 

In circles flew, and melting as they flew, 

A liquid day-break o^er the board distill'd ! 

All, all was luxury ! 

All mtut be luxury, where Lyaeus smiles { 

His locks divine 

Were crown'd 

With a'bright moeter-braid. 
Which, like an eyer-springing wrieath of vine, 

Shot into brilliant leafy shapes. 

And o^er his brow in lambent tendrils play'd ! 

While mid the foliage hung, 

Like lucid grapes, 

A thousand clustering blooms of light, 

CuU'd from the gat-dens of the galaxy ! 

Upon his bosom, Cytherea's head 

Lay lovely, as when first the Syrens sung 

Her beauty's dawn, 

And all the curtains of the deep, undrawn, 

RevealM her sleeping in its azure bed. 

The captive deity 

LanguishM upon her eyes and lip, 

In chains of ecstacy ! 

Now in his arm, 

In blushes she repos'd. 

And, while her zone resigned its every 

charm, 

Plato, he made use of the same cup, though the in- 
gredieTits he mingled were not quite so pure as for 
the former; and havim^ refined the mixture with a 
little ot his own essence, he distributed it among the 
stars which served as reservoirs of the fluid. Toot* 
£iirc nai vaKiv cri rov vponpov vpampa cv (& rnv w iravrct 
-4/uxnv MCpawos efii<r7C n* t. K 



To shade Ills burning: ejeS her band iu i 

And Boir she rai^'d tier rosy mouth to si 
The neciar'd ware 
Lyieiis gave. 
And from her eyelids, gently cIobM, 
Shed a dissolving' g'team, 
Which fell. libL' sun-dew in lb'' boirl ! 
While her brighl hair, in mazy dow 

Ol' g:oId descending 
Along her chceh's luxurious glow, 

War'd o'er the gobietV side, 
And was reflected bj its crystal tide, 
Like a sweet crocus fluivcr, 
Who.e sunny leaves at eveuinp hour 
With roses of Cyrene blending-- 
Hang o'«r the mirror of a silver stream ! 

Tbe Olympian cup 
Bun<M in the haods 
or dimpled Hebe, as abe wing'd her fe 
Up 
The empyreal moiiDt, 
To drain the soui-dropa at their stf 

And still, 
As the resplendeut rill. 






□fCycene wen ponicularl} liagnnt. 1^ ana 
Si idi> Kii)>n>ii jiiua- 

+ Hotaclilus '.l-hysicm) held ihe «)ul (-■ 
spark of the atellarfieeuce. " ^iiililla stellan 
saalHB." Maciobius, id Soma, bcip Lib. i cap 
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I'lam'd o'er the g-oblet with a mantling heat. 
Her graceful care 
Would cool its heavenly fire 
In gelid waves of snowy-feather'd air, 
Such as the children of the pole respire, 
In those enchanted lands,* . 
"Where life is all a spring, and nortli wincK 
never blow I 
But oh ! 
Sweet Hebe, what a tear, 
And what a blush were thine. 
When, as the breath of every Grace 
Wafted thy fleet career 
Along the studded sphere, 

» The country of the Hyperboreans: they were 
supposed to be placed so far north, that the north 
wind could not affect them; they lived longer than 
any other mortals ; passed their whole time in mu- 
sic and dancing, etc. etc. But the most extrava- 
gant fiction related of them is that to which the two 
lines prccedini; allude. It was mtaguied, that in- 
stead of our vulgar atmosphere, the Hyperl)oreans 
breathed nothing but feathers ! According to Hero- 
dotusi and Pliny, this idea was su&ge^te<i by the 
([uantity of snow which was observed to tall in those 
regions; ihus the former . Ta c&v irrrpa £:>rt^cvTai Tnv 
X. "-a Tbj Lui^aj T£ xai ns ir£pi"»iiiH» <5o«'d Ae^f.t. He- 
roJof Lib. iv cap 31. Ovid tells the fable other- 
wise See Mttamorph. Lib. xv 

Mr. OMalloram. and some other Irish Antiquari- 
ans, have been at great expense of learning to prove 
that the strange country, where, they t(K>k snow for 
feathers, was Ireland, and that the fantous Abaris 
was an Irisli Druid. Mr. Rowland however will 
have it that Abaris was a Welshman, and that his 
name is only a corruption of Ap Rees .' 



176 EPISTLKS, ODES, 

With a rich cup for Jove himself to drink. 
Some star, that glitter'd in the way, 

Raising its amorous head 
To kiss so exquisite a tread, 

Check'd thy impatient pace ! 
And all heaven's host of eyes 
Saw those luxuriant beauties sink 
In lapse of loveliness, along the azure skies !^ 

Upon whose starry plain they lay. 
Like a young blossom on our meads of Gold, 

Shed from a vernal thorn 
Amid the liquid sparkles of the mom ! 
Or as in temples of the Paphian shade. 
The myrtled votaries of the queen behold 
An image of their rosy idol, laid 
Upon a diamond shrine ! 

The wanton wind. 
Which had pursued the flying fair. 

And sweetly twin'd 
Its spirit with the breathing rings 
Of her ambrosial hair, 
SoarM as she fell, and on its ruffling wing^. 

(Oh wanton wind ! ) 
Wafted the robe, whose sacred flow. 
Shadowed her kindling charms of snow, 

* 1 believe it is Scrvius who mentions this un- 
lucky trip which Hebe made in her occupation of 
cup-bearer; and Hoffman tells it after bin : "Cum 
Hebe pocula Jovi administrans, pcrquc iubricum 
minus r.aut# incedens, cecidis^et, revolutisque ves- 
tibus" — in short, she fell in a very awkward man- 
ner, and though (as the Encyrlopfidistes think) it 
would have amused Jove at any other tim«, yet, as 
he happened to be out of temper on that day, the 
poor girl was dismissed from her employment 
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Pure, as an Eleusinian veil 

Hangs o'er the mysteries !* 
* « * « 

* the brow of Juno flushed — 
Love blessM the breeze ! 

The Muses blushM, 
And every cheek was hid behind a lyre, 
While every eye was glancing through the 
strings. 

Drops of etherial dew, 
That burning gush'd, 
As the great goblet flew 
From Hebe's pearly fingers through the 
sky! 
Who was the spirit that reraember'd Man 
In that voluptuous hour ? 

And with a wing of Love 
Brush'd off" your scatttr'd tears, 
As o^er the spangled heaven they ran. 
And sent them floating to our orb below !f 

* The arcane symbols of this ceremony were de- 
posited in the cista, where they lay religiously con- 
cealed from the eyes of the pioiane. They were 
generally carried in the procetision by an ass ; and 
hence the proverb, which one may so often apply in 
the world, *' asinus portat mysteria." See the 
Divine Legation^ Book ii. sect 4. 

f In the Geoponica, Lib. ii.r.ap. 17, there is a fa- 
ble somewhat like this det^cent of ihe nectar to earth. 
Ev Hpawo T(i}v ^ccdv £ucox«Mf vcov, KOI T8 vcxTapos voXKa 
trapaxfitXEvH, avaatuprsaat xc'Ptio tov Epura xai av<nnt' 

Oai ' TO) ITTEpU T8 xpOTtlpOf TUV ^a<riV, HOI ir£piTpf>|;eU fl£V 

auToV TO fie »£«Tojp £is ttjv jinv titxy^%v x. t. A. Vi4* 
Aucior. de Re Rwt, edit. Contab. 1704. 



JNow, with a bumid Kiss, 
It thrill'd along the beamy wire 
Of Heaven's illuminM lyre,* 
Stealing the soul of music in its fl 
And now, amid the breezes blanc 
That whisper from the planets as tb 
The bright iibation, softly fann'd 
By all their sipfhs, meandering 8t« 
They who, ^'.om Atlas' height, 

BeheM <he hll of flame 
Dcscendi'ig through the waste 
Thought 'twas a planet, whose si 
frame 
Had kindled as it rapidly revolv' 
Around its fervid axle, and dissolve 
Into a flood so bright ! 
The child of day. 
Within his twilight bower 
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<hi the flosh'dbosoDi of a lotos-flower ;* 
When round him, in prafusion weeping, 
Dropp'd the celestia.1 shower, 

Steeping 
The rosy clouds, that curi'd 
About his iofant head, 
Like myrrh upoo the locks of Cupid shed ! 

But, whpftthe wakiog boy, 
Wav'd his exhaling' treses Ehroagh the sky, 
OmoiTi of joy ! 
The tidp dii-ine. 

All glittering with the vermeil dye 

Ii draok beneath his orient eye, 

Di-<i1l'd, in dews, upon the world. 

And every drop was wine, was heavenly 

Blest be the sod, the fiow'ret blest. 
That caught, upon their hattow'd breast. 
The nectar'd spray of Jove's pereonial 
springs ! 



Ser aico his lientise Ini. r.t Oiir. Obfeiring that 
the lotos ttiowBcl lis head abuve water at Eitn-iise, 

ThiB Byiiibol of a vo"t*i eiuiug upnn a loloi, is 
very frcquenl on the AbiaxBBea, or Baiilidiaa 
stones ^ieeJUiintfiuieun, Tuin.iL ^iche l&S.fuid 
tine Suyplmtnt elc. Tom. ii. lib. rii. chap. 5. 



I BO EPISTLES, ODES, 

Less sweet the floweret, and less sweet 
the sod, 

O'er which the Spirit of the rainbow 

flings 

^^ The magic mantle of her solar god !**" 



TO 



That wrinklcv when first I espied it. 
At once put my heart out of pain. 

Till the eye that was glowing beside it, 
Disturb^ my ideas again ! 

Thou art just in the twilight at present^ 
When woman's declension begins. 

When, fading from all that is pleasant. 
She bids a good night to her sins ! 

Yet thou still art so lovely to me, 
I would sooner, my exquisite mother ! 

Repose in the sun-set of thee. 
Than bask in the noon of another ! 

* The ancients esteemed those flowers and trees 
the sweetebt upon which the rainbow had appeared 
to rest ; and the wood they chiefly burned in sacri- 
fices, was that which the f^niile ot Iris had consecra- 
ted. Plutarch Sympos. Lib. iv. cap. 2. where (as 
Vossius remarks) xaiti(ri« mstead of iKiXso-i, is un- 
doubtedly the genuine reading. See Vossius, for 
some curious particularities of the rainbow, De Ori- 
gin, et Progress. Idololai. Lib. iii. cap. 13. 
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ANACREONTIC. 

*< Ske never look'd so kind before— 
^« Yet why the wanton^ smile recall ! 

<"» I've seen this witchery o'er and o'er, 
«< ^is hollow, vain, and heartless all !^' 

Thus I said and, sighing, sipp'd 
The wine which she had lately tasted ; 

The cup, where she had lately dipp'd 
Breath, so long in falsehood wasted. 

I took the harp, and would have sung 
As if twere not of her I sang ; 

But still the notes on Lamia hung— 
On whom but Lamia coiUdihey hang ! 

That kiss, for which, if worlds were mine, 
A world for every kiss I*d give her ; 

Those floating eyes, that floating shine 
Like diamonds in an eastern river ! 

That mould so fine, so pearly bright. 
Of which luxurious heaven hath cast her. 

Through which her soul doth beam as white 
As flame through lamps of alabaster ! 

Of these I sung, and notes and words 

Were sweet as if 'twas Lamia's hair 
That lay upon my lute for chords. 
And Lamia's lip thiit warbled there I 
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But when, alas ! I turn'd the theme. 
And when of vows and oaths T spoke. 

Of truth and hope's be^iling dream — 
The chord beneath my finger broke ! 

False harp ! false woman ! — such, oh ! 

Are lutes too frail and maids too will] 
Every hand's licentious touch 

Can learn to wake their wildest thrill 

.\nd when tliat thrill is most awake. 
And when you think heaven's joys i 
you, 
The nymph will change, the chord 
break — 
Oh Love I oh Music ! how I hate you 



TO MRS. 



ON SOUE CALUMNIES AGAINST HER CUABACTEl 

Is not thy mind a gentle mind ! 
Is not thy heart a heart refin'd ! 
Hast thou not every blameless grace, 
That man should love or Heaven can ti 
And oh ! art thou a shrine for Sin 
To hold her hateful worship in ? 

No, no, be happy — dry that tear — 
Though some thy heart hath harbotir'd 
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-May now repay its love with blame ! 
Though man, who ought to shield thy fame, 
Ungenerous man be first to wound thee ! 
Though the whole world may freeze around 

thee, 
Oh ! thouUt be like that lucid tear,* 
Which, bright, within the crystal's sphere 
In liquid purity was found. 
Though all had grown congeal'd around ; 
Floating in frost, it mock'd the chill, 
Was pure, was soft, was brilliant still I 



HYMN 
OF A VIRGIN OF DELPHI, 

AT THE TOMB OF HER MOTHER. 

Oh ! lost, for ever lost I — no more 
Shall Vesper light our dewy way 

Along the rocks of Crissa's shore, 
To hymn the fading fires of day ! 

* This alludes to a curious sem, upon whicii 
Claudian has left us some pointless epigrams. It 
was a drop of pure water inclosed within a piece of 
crystal. See Ulaudian. Epigram, de Chrystallo cut 
aqua inerat Addison mentions a curiosity of this 
kind at Milan ; He says, " It is such a rarity as this 
that 1 saw at Vendome in Prance, which they there 
pretend is a tear that our Saviour shed over Lazarus, 
and was gathered up by an angel, who put it in a 
little crystal vial and made a present of it to Mary 
Magdalen ." Addison's Remarks on several Paris of 
Italy. 



The breathings of a deity 
Guide of my heart ! to men 

Thy looks, thy words, are 
I see thee raising from the < 

Some laurel, by the wind 
And hear thee say, ** This 1 

" Was planted for a doom 
'* And, though it weep in la 

'' Shall flourish on the De 
" Thus, in the vale of eartl 

*< Though sunk awile the 
"A viewless hand shall cuU 

" To bloom immortal in i 

Thy words had such a melt 
And spoke of truth so swi 
They dropp'd like heaven^ 

* The laurel, for the commoii 
for adorning the altars and swe 
was supplied by a tree near the i 
But upon all important occasion 
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And all was brightness where they fell ! 
j^ond soother of my infant tear ! 

Fond sharer of my infant joy I 
(s not thy shade still lingering here ! 

Am I not still thy soul^s employ ! 
And oh! as oft, at close of day 

When, meeting on the sacred ^unt, 
Our nymphs awak'd the choral lay. 

And danced around Cassotis' ibunt ; 
As then, 'twas all thy wish and care, 

That mine should be the simplest mien, 
My lyre and voice the sweetest there, 

My foot the lightest o'er the green ; 
So still, each little grace ti<i>.nibuld, 

Around my form thmgJI^es are shed, 
Arranging every snoi^^old. 

And guiding every mazy tread ! 
And, when I lead the hymning choir, 

Thy spirit still, unseen and free. 
Hovers oetween my lip and lyre, 

And weds them into harmony ! 
Flow, Plistus, flow, thy murmuring wave 

Shall never drop its silv'ry tear 
Upon so pure, so blest a grave, 

To memory so divinely dev ! 



VDL. ir. ICi 
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. RINGS AND SEALS. 



'£^(nrc;(r(p;o7id£f to (piXtvunra. 

Achillea Tatius, Lib. i. 



*' Go !'' s^d the angry, weeping maid, 

" The charm is broken ! — once betrayM 

" Oh ! never can my heart rely 

*' On word or look, on oath or sigh. 

'' Take back the gifts, so sweetly given, 

'* With promis'd faith and vows to Heaven ; 

^' That little ring which, night and mom» 

" With wedded truth my hand hath worn ; 

" That seal, which oft in moment blest, 

" Thou hast upon my lip imprest, 

** And sworn its dewy spring should be 

" A fountain seal'd'^ for only thee! 

" Take, take them back the gift and vow, 

" All sullied, lost and hateful now !" 

* " There ure gardens, supposed to be those o 
King Solomon, in the neighbourhood of Bethlehem 
The friars show a fountain which they say is th< 
* sealed fountain,* to which the holy spouse in lh« 
Canticles is compared ; and they pretend a tradi 
tion, that Solomon shut up these springs and put hi 
signet upon the door, to keep them for his owi 
drinking." MaundreWs Travels. See also th' 
J^Totes t9 Mr. GwxTs TranslaHon of the Song of Solo 
man. 



I took the ring — the seal I took, 
While oh', her every tear and look 
Wfire such at angels look and abed. 
When man is by the world misled ! 
Geolly I whUper'd, " FASHT,dear ! 
" Not half thy lover's gifts are here : 
" Say, where are all the seals he g^ve 
" To every ringlet's jet'y wave, 
" And where is every one he printed ' 
" Ui'.jQ that lip, ao ruhy-tinted, 
" Seals, 01 the purest gem of blisa 
" Ohl richer, softer, far than this! 

" And then the ring— my love ! recall 
" How many rings, delicious all, 
" His arms aroimdthat neck hath twisted, 
" Twioin^ warmer far than tbia did ! 
" Where are. they all, so sncetso many'. 
*>Ob ! dearest, give back all. if aoy!'' 
While ;liii I murmur'd, trembling too 
Lest a i tha nymp^ had vow'd was true, 
I sai a smiie relcii.ing ri>e 
'M ■ the ni'>iat azui^of hpreyes, 
I^iki, .lay-iglil o'er a sea of blue, 
While y< tl>c air is dim will) dew 1 
She lei he cheek rcp'i^c on mine. 
She 'el m\ armi arouud her twine — 
Ob . wlio cuo tell the biiss one feels 
In thus excliangiog rings and seals ! 
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TO MISS SUSAN B CKF D. 

' '■ .. 

': ."i.> ■■■• 

» ..^ .,. ON JI|:R SINGING. 
.'. *^ t.- / • 

I MORE j^))^ onee baye heard, at night, 
A song, like those thy lips have giyeD» 

And it was sung by eh/^jpfia of light, 
Who seem'd like. /thee, to breathe of 
heaven I . .«(\ . 

But this waa all a dream of sleep, 
And I haf:^ said, when morning shone, 

'* Oh ! why should fairy fancy keep 
" These wonders for herself alone ?'' 

I knew not then that fate had lent -^ 

Such tones to one of mortal birth ; 

I knew not then that Heayen had sent 
A voice, a form like thine on earth ! 

And yet, in all that flowery maze 
Through which my life has loy*d to tread. 

When 1 have heard the sweetest lays 
From lips of dearest lustre shed ; 

When I have felt the warbled word 
From beauty's mouth of perfume sighing. 

Sweet as music's hallow'd bird 
Upon a rose's bosom lying ! 



^ 
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Though form and song* at onc€ oombiii'd 
Their loveliest bloom and softest thrill, 

My heart hath sigh'd, my heart hath pin'd 
For something softer, lovelier still ! 

Oh ! I have fonnc^it all, at last, 
In thee, thou sweetest, living lyre, 

Through which the soul hath ever passed 
Its harmonizing breath of fire ! 

All that my best and wildest dream, 
In fancy^s hour, could hear or sec 

Of music^s sigh or beauty's beam 
Are realizM, at once, in thee ! 



J 
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- LINES, 

WRITTEN AT TEffi COHOS, OR FAX^LS O 
THE MOHAWK BtVER.* 



CIA EBA n LOCO OVE S^L'DIA 'L RIMBOMBO 
DELL* ACgUA D 



From rise of mom till set of suu 
I've seen the mighty Mohawk run, 
And as I mark'd the woods of pine 
Along his mirror darkly shine, 
Like tall and gloomy forms that pass 
Before the wizzard's midnight glass ; % 
And as I yiew'd the hurrying pace 
With uhich he ran his turhid race, 
Bushing, alike untir'd and wild 
Til rough shades that frownM and flowers ' 
smil'd, 

» There is a dreary and savage character ir 
country immediately ahove these Falls, whic 
ii'itch more in hamiony with the wildness ofbu 
scene than the cultivated lands ni the neighh 
hood of iNiagara. See the drawing of them in 
Weld^s book According to him, the perpendic 
heijiht of the Cohos Kalis is fifty feet ; but the J 
quis dp Chasteliux makes it seventy-six 

Ttie fine rainbow, which is continually fon 
and dissolving as the spray rises into the light oj 
sun, is perhaps the most interesting beauty w 
these wonderful cataracts exhibit 
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ng by every green recess 
t woo^d him to its calm caress, 
, sometimes turning with tlie wind, 
f to leave one look behind ! 

I have thought, and thinking sighM — 
1 like to thee, thou restless tide ! 
^ be the lot, the life of him, 
3 roams along thy water's brim ! 
Dugli what alternate shades of woe, 

flowers of joy my path may go ! 
T many an humble still retreat 
' rise to court my weary feet, 
le still pursuing, still unblest, 
.nder on, nor dare to rest \ 
urgent as the doom that calls 

water to its destined falls, 
J the world's bewildering force 
ry vy heart's devoted course 
n lapse to lapse, till life be done, 
I the last current cease to run ! 
may my falls be bright as thine ! 
' Heaven's forgiving rainbow shinr 
n the mist that circles me, 
oft, as now it hangs o'er thee ! 



( 



fK 
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CLORIS AND FANNY. 

C'l.onis ! if I were Persia's king, 
I'd make my g'l'aceful queen of Uiec 

"While Fanny, wild and artless thing', 
Siiuuid but thy humble handmaid be 

There is but one objection in it — 
That, verily, I'm much afraid 

I;«houid, in some unlucky minute, 
Forsake tlie mistrebs for the maid I 



TO'jVIISS 



With woman's fonn and woman^ tfick 
So much of mail you seem to mix, 

One know? jiot where to take you ; 
I pray yoji^jf 'tis not too far. 
Go, asJt x)1* Nature which you arc, 

Or what she meant to make you. 

Yet stay — ^you need not take the pains 
Witli. neither beauty, youth, nor brains 

For man or maid's desiring ; 
Pert as females, fool as male, 
As boy too green, as girl too stale — 

Tho thing's not worth inquiring ' 
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TO 



ON HER ASKING ME TO ADDRESS A POKM tO BER. 



I 

SINE VENERE FRIOET APOLLO* 



^ffid. Jienagim* 



How can 1 sing* of fragrant sighs 

I ne'er have felt from thee ! 
How can I sing of smiling eyes, 

That ne'er hare smil'd on me f 

The heart, 'tis true, may fancy mudy 
But, oh ! 'tis cold and seeming' — 

One moment's real, rapturous touch 
Is worth an age of dreaming ! 

Think'st thou, when Julia's lip and breMt 
Inspir'd my youthful tongue, , 

I coldly spoke of lips unprest, 
Nor felt the heaven I sung f 

Xo, no, the spell, that warm'd flo Umi|^ 

Was still my Julia's kiss, 
And still the girl was paid, in son^, 

What she had giv'n in bliss I. 

\0L. XI. 17 



V 
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Then beam one burning smile on me. 

And I will sing those eyes ; 
Let me but feel a breath from thee^ 

And I will praise thy sighs. 

That rosy month alope can bring 
What makes the bard divine— 

Oh, Lady ! how my lip would sing^ 
if once 'twere prest to thine ! 



SONG 
OF THE EVIL SPIRIT OF THE WO 



CiUk VIA OIFVICILIS, QUAQUE EST VIA RUIXA. 

^ Otfid, Meiam. Lib. iji. v. 



Now the vapour bot and damp, 
Shed by day's expiring lamp, 
Thrdbgh the miiBty ether spreads 
Every ill the white man dreads ; 
Fiery fever's thirstly thrill, 
Fitful ag^e^s shivering chill I 

* The i^m of this poem occuired to me in 
through the very dreary wilderness betweei 
via, a new settlement in the midst of the woo 
the little villajie of fiu£hlo upon Lake Erie 
is the most fatigumg part of the route, in trt 
through the Genesee country to {Niagara.' 
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Hark I I hear the trareller's song, 
As he winds the wools along, 
Christian ! 'tis the song of fear ; 
Wolves are round thee, night is near, 
And the wild thou dar'st to roam — 
Oh ! 'twas once the Indian's home !* 
Hither, sprites, who lore to harm, 
Wheresoc'er you work your charm, 
By the creeks, or by the brakes, 
AVhere the pale witch feeds her snakes, 
And lie caymanf loves to creep. 
Torpid, to his wintry sleep : 
"Where the bird of carrion flits, 
And the shuddering murderer sits,]; 

**'The Five Confederated Nations (of rndiaos; 
wore settled along the banks of the Susquehannali 
and the adjacent country, until the year 1 779, when 
Geneial Sullivan, with an army of 4000 men, drove 
them from their country to Niagara, where being 
obliged to live on salted provisions, to which tliev 
weie unaccustomed, great numbers of them diecf. 
Two hundred of them, it is said, were buried in one 
grave, where they had encamped." J)Iorse^s Ameri- 
can Geography. 

f The alligator, who is supposed to lie in a torpici 
state all the winter, in the bank of some creek or 
pond, having previously swallowed a large number 
of pine-knots, which are his only sustenance during 
tiic time. 

I This was the mode of punishment for murder 
(as Father Charlevoix tells us) among the Hurons. 
^* They laid the dead body upon poles at the top of 
a cabm, and the murderer was obliged to rema in 
several days together, and to receive ell that dfo^ 
>ed from ttie carcass, not O0ly on hjmsjslf biit on hw 
ood. " 



fr. 
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Lone beneath a ronf of blood, 
While upon his poison'd food, 
From the corpse of him he slew 
I Tops the chill and ^ry dew 1 

Hither bend you, turn you hither 
Eyes that blast and wings that wither 
Cross the wandering Christian's way. 
Lead him, ere the glimpse of day, 
Many a mile of maddening error 
Through the maze of night and terror. 
Till the mom behold him lying 
O'er the damp earth, pale and dying ! 
Mock him, when his eager sight 
Seeks the cordial cottage-light ; 
Gleam then, like the lightning-bug, 
Tempt him to the den that's dug 
For the foul and famish'd brood 
Of the she-wolft gaunt for blood ! 
Or, unto the dangerous pass 
O'er the deep and dark morass. 
Where the trembling Indian brings 
Belts of porcelain, pipes, and rings, 
Tributes, to be hung in air 
To the,]^iend presiding there !* 

* ** We find also collars of porcelain, tot 
cais of maize, skins, etc. by the side of difflcul 
dangerous ways, on rocks, or by the side of the 
und these are so many oftcrings made to the t 
which preside ia these places," See Charle 
iMUr en th§ Tradiiiofu and the Religion t 
Savages qf Canada. 

Father Hennepin too mentions this ceren 
he also says, " We took notice of one barb: 
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Then, when night's long- labour past, 
Wilder'd, faint he falls at last, 
Sinking where the causeway^s edge 
Moulders in the slimy sedge. 
There let every noxious thing 
Trail its filth and fix its sting ; 
Let the bull-toad taint him over, 
Round him let mnsquitoes hover, 
In his ears and eyeballs tingling. 
With his blood their poison mingling^ 
Till, beneath the solar fires, 
Rankling all, the wretch expires ! 



TO MRS. HENRY T GHE, 

ON READING HER ** F8TCHR.** 

1802. 

Tell me the witching tale again, 

For never has my heart or ear 
Hung on so sweet, so pure a strain, 

So pure to feel, so sweet to hear ! 

Say, Love ! in all thy spring of fame. 
When the high heaven itself was thine ; 

When piety confessM the flame. 
And even thy errors were divine ! 

who made a kind of sacrifice upon an oak at the 
Cascade of St. .\ntony of '.'adua, upon the river Mis- 
sissippi." See Hennepin's Voyage into A'orOi 
Americtu 
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Did ever Muse's hand, so fair, 
A glory round thy temple spread f 

Did ever lip's ambrosial air 
Such perfume o'er thy altars shed ? 

One maid there was, who round her lyre 
The mystic myrtle wildly wreath'd — 

But all her sighs were sighs of fire, 
The myrtle withered, as she brealh'd ! 

Oh ! you that love's celestial dream, 

In all its purity, would know. 
Let not the senses^ ardent beam, 

Too strongly through the vision glow 

Ltove^s sweetest lies, conceard in night, 
The night where Heaven has bid him lie ; 

Oh ! shed not there unhallowM light, 
Or PsrcHE knows, the boy will fly !* 

* See the story in Apuleius. With rnpect to thk 
beautiful allegory of Love and Psyche, there is an 
ingenious idea su^ested by the senator Uuonarotti, 
in his '* Osservazt'tni sopra atcuni Jrammenti tU 
van antiehi.^ He thinks the fable is taken from 
some veiy occult mvsteries, which had Jong been 
•elebrated in honour of Love and he accounts, 
upon this supposition for the silence of the more 
ancient authors upon the subject, as it was not till 
towards the decline of pai^an superstition, that writ" 
ers could venture to reveal or miscuss such ceremo* 
nies; accordingly, he observes wi> find Lncian and 
Plutarch treating, wittiout reserve, of the Dea ^yria, 
and 1 sis and Osiris and Apuipius. who has given 
Us the story of Cupid and Psyche, has also detailed 
some of the mysteries of isis Seethe Giomaiedi 
Litterati d*ItcUiA, Pom xxvii- ariicol 1. See also 
the Observations upon the ancient Gems in thi JHui- 
seum Florentinunif Vol. i. p. 156. 



AND OTHER POEMS. 199 

DeaF Psyche ! many a charmed hour, 
Through many a wild and magic waste. 

To the fair fount and blissful bower* 
Thy mazy foot my soul hailb trac^ ! 

Where'er thy joys arc number*d now, 
Beneath whatever shades of rest. 

The Genius of the starry browf 
Hath chained thee to thy Cupid's breast ; 

Whether above the horizon dim, 
Along whose verge our spirits stray, 

(Half sunk within the shauiowy brim, 
Half brighten'd by the eternal ray. )\ 

Thou risest to a cloudless pole ! 

Or, lingering here, dost love to mark 

The twillight walk of many a soul 

Through sunny good and evil dark ; 



»id remar 



I cannot avoid remarking here an error into whfOh 
the French Gncyciop^distei* have been led by M. 
Spon, in their article •^syche. They say, " Petwm 
fait un r^it de la pompe niiptiale de ces deux 
amans (Amour et Psychfe ) Ofejd, dit il," etc etc. 
The Psyche of I'etronius, however, is a servant- 
maid, and the marriase which he describes is that 
of the young Pannychis See Spon*^ Recherche 
curieuses, etc. Dissertat. 5. 

* Allusions to Mrs. T — ghe*8 poem. 

f Constancy. 

i By this image the Platonists expressed the mid- 
ilc state of the soul between sensible and intelloc* 
^.lal existence. 



2(K) 
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iStJll be the song to Psyche dear. 
The song, whose dulcet tide was gh 

To keep her name as fadeless, here. 
As nectar keeps her soul, in heaven ! 



IMPROMPTU, 

LTON LEAVLNG SOME FRIENDS, 



^ 



i Vi 



II 



O DULCES COMITUM VALETE COETI 

Q 



No, nevet'shall my soul forget 
The friends 1 found so cordial heartc 

Pear shall be tne da^we me^ ^^ 
And dear shall be^tne n^rwd^Rrtc 

Oh! if regrets, however sweet, 
Must with the lapse of time decay. 

Yet still, when thus in mirth you meet,. 
Fill high to him that's far away ! 

Long be the flame of memory found. 
Alive, when with your social glass^ 

Ztet that be still the magic round. 
O'er which oblivion dares not pass ! 




vin. 



TO 



IE HONOURABLE W. R. SPENCER. 



ff w 



"A 



i 



I- 



TO 

HE HONOURABLE W. R. SPENCER. 



SEC VENIT AD DUR08 MCSA VOCATA 6ETA8. 

Ovid ex PontOf Lib. i. ep. 5. 



FROxM BUFF ALO, UPONLAKE ERIE. 

Thou oft hast told me of the fairy hours 
i^hy heart has number'd in those classic 

bowers, 
Vhere fancy sees the ghost of ancient wit 
^id cowls and cardinals profanely flit, 
jid pagan spirits, by the pope unlaid, 
[aunt every stream and sing through every 

shade ! 
here still the bard, who, (if his numbers be 
[is tongue^s light echo,) must have talk'd 

like thee, 
'he courtly bard, from whom thy mind has 

caught 
bose playful, sunshine holidays of thought 
1 which the basking soul reclines and glows, 
i^ann without toil and brilliant in repose, 
bere still be roves, and laughing loves to 

see 
[air modern monks with ancient rakes 

agree; 



* ■ 



t 
1 4 



"»- 'n*;;-os ha„^, ,,,^^^ 

^^^ heathen iVTo • . 
kit ^, -ne .^--'^ -Jamo'd fo, 

- ' ^''^'^ too are al, th«,e ^, . 

?"' here, alas .- ^ fil ^^ "ParkJio^ 

8"Ws and l,aJlo,r» ^J""*eap, 

The h 'u°"^' ^^ *• " 

/''o humbicst shed »•. 

been - '"^' '^''«'« ffeniu, «« 

■A" <liat creation's v • 

^^e mountains r;^ ^ ''^^w 
,J-Pand and conquering ^ 

»° eme,^J?*"ri " byfarVK*""«l>out ha?/-"T*"«» 
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n.d, mind alone, without whose quickening 

ray, 
le world's a wilderness, and man but clay, 
Kid, mind alone, in barren, still repose, 
I* blooms, nor rises, nor expands, nor 

flows ! 
.Ice Christians, Mohawks, Democrats and 

aU 
om the rude wig>-wam to the congress-hall, 
"om man the savage, whether slav'd or free, 
> man the civilizM less tame than he ! 
is one dull chaos, one unfertile strife 
itwixt half-polish'd and half-barbarous life ; 
here every ill the ancient world can brew 
mix'd with every gfrossness of the new ; 
here all corrupts though little can entice, 
id nothing's known of luxury, but vice ! 

Is this the region then, is this the clime 
ir golden fancy ? for those dreams sublime, 
hich all their miracles of light reveal 
) heads that meditate and hearts that feel? 
), no— the muse of inspiration plays 
or every scene ; she walks the forest- 
maze, 
id climbs the mountain; every blooming 

spot 
ims with her step, yet man regards it not ! 

icb it carries its white waves to the opposite shore 
hout mixing thein: afterwards it gives its coloqr 
;he Mississippi, which it never loses again, but 
Tics quite down to the sea." — fitter xxvii. 
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All thou hast been reflects less fame on thee, 
Far less than all thou hast forborne to be ! 

Now turn thine eye where faint tlie moon- 
light falls 
On yonder dome — ^and in those princely halls, 
If Uiou canst hate, as, oh ! that soul must 

hate, 
Which loves the virtuous and reveres the 

great, 
If thou canst loathe and execrate with me 
That Gallic garbage of philosophy, 
That nauseous slaver of these frantic times, 
With which false liberty dilutes her crimes! 
If thov hast got within thy free-born breast, 
One pulse that beats more proudly than the 

rest. 
With honest scorn for that inglorious soul. 
Which creeps and winds beneath a mob's 

control. 
Which courts the rabble's smile, the rabble's 

nod, 
And makes, like Egypt, every beast its god ! 
There, in those walls — but, burning tongue, 

forbear! 
Rank must be reverencM, even the rank 

that^s there : 
So here 1 pause — and now, my Hume ! we 

part; 
But oh ! full oft, in magic dreams of heart, 
Thus let us meet, and mingle converse dear 
By lliames at home, or by Potowmac here ! 
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O'er lake and marsh, through ferers and 

through fogs, 
Midst bears and yankees, democrats and 

frogs, 
Thy foot shall follow me, thy heart and eyes 
With me shall wonder, and with me despise!^ 
While T, as oft, in witching thought shall rote 
To thee, to friendship, and that land I love, 
Where, like the air that fans her fields of 

green, 
Iler freedom spreads, unfeverM and serene ; 
Where sovereign^ man can condescnd to see 
The throne and laws more sovereign still 

than he ! 

* In the ferment which tho French revolution 
excited among the democrats of America, and the 
licentious sympathy with which they shared in the 
wildest excesses of jacobinism, we may find one 
source of that vulgarity of vice, that hostility to all 
the graces of life, which distinguishes the present 
demagogues of the United States, and has become 
indelsd too generally the characl eristic of their coun- 
trymen. But there is another cause of tho eomip- 
tion of piivate morals, which, encouraged as it is fay 
the government, and identified with the interests of 
the community, seems to threaten the decay of all 
honest principle in America. I alluded to those 
firaudulent violations of neutiality to which they are 
indebted for the most lucrative pait of their com- 
merce, and by which they have so long infiringed 
and counteracted the maritime rights and advanta- 
ges of this country. This unwarrantable trade is 
necessarily abetted by such a system of collusion,, 
imposture, and. perjury, as cannot fail to spread 
rapid contamination around it. 
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^he whispers, round, her words sure ii 

air. 
But lost, unheard, they linger freeziog' 
Without one breath of soul, dnrmely iti 
One ray of heart to thaw them into 



Yet, yet forgive me, oh you sacred fi 
Whom late by Delaware's gpreen bai 

knew; 
Whom, known and lov'd through man^ 

cial ere, 
T^as bliss to live with, and 'twtts pi 

leave !* 
Less dearly welcome were the lines of 
The exile saw upon the sandy shore» 
When his lone heart but faintly hop'dl 
One print of man, one blessed stamp of 
Less dearly welcome than the liberal i 
The strength of reason and the warn 

feel, 

* In the society of Mr. Dennie and bis (kie 
Philadelphia, I passed the few agreeable m 
which m^ tour through the States aflfordc 
Mr. Dennie has succeeded in diffusing throu 
elegant little circle that love for good htexatu 
sound politics, which he feels so zealously h 
and which is so very rarely the characteristk 
countrymen. They will not, I trust, accuse 
illiberality for the picture which I have given 
ignorance and corruption that surround them 
<fid not hate, as I ought, the rabble to whicl 
are opposed, 1 could not value, as I do, the 
with wnich they defy it ; and in learniog fion 
what Americans can 6e, I but see with the m* 
dfgnation what Americans ai'e. 
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LINES, 

WRITTEN ON LEAVING PHILADELPHIA. 



TTivJe TTjv rroAiv (pi\CM 

Sophod, (Edip. Colon, v. 758v 



Alone by the Schuylkill a wanderer rov'd, 
And bright were its flowery banks to his 
eye; 
But far, very far were the friends that he 
lov'd, 
And he gaz'd on its flowery banks with a 
sigh! 

Oh nature ! though blessed and bright are 
thy rays, 
O'er the brow of creation enchantingly 
thrown, 
Yet faint are they all to the lustre, that plays 
In a smile from the heart that is dearly our 
own ! 
Nor long did the soul of the stranger remain 
Unblest by the smile he had lang^ish'd to 
meet : 
Though scarce did lie hope it would soothe 
him again, 
Till the threshold of home had been kissM 
by his feet ! 

VOL. II. IT) 
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Oil but for such, Columbia's days w( 
Rank without ripeness, quicken^ 

sun, 
Crude at the surface, rotten at the c 
Her fruits would fall, before her spi 

o'er ! 

Believe me Spencer, while I fi 

hours 
Where SchuylkiU undulates through 

flowers, 
Though few the days the happy evei 
So warm with heart, so rich with n 

flew. 
That my full soul forgot its wish to 
And rested there, as in a dream of 
And looks I met, like looks I loy'd 1 
And voices too, which as they tremh 
The chord of memory, found full 

tone 
Of kindness there in concord with th 
Oh ! we had nights of that communii 
That flush of heart, which I have kn< 

thee 
So oft, so warmly ; nights of mirth a 
Of whims that taught, and follies th: 
When shall we both renew them ? i 

stor'd 
To the pure feast and intellectual bo 
Shall I once more enjoy with thee a 
Those whims that teach, those follies 
flneP 
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. hear Niagara's distant cataract roar, 
-Cyen now, as wandering upon fine's shore, 
'. sigh for England— oh ! these weary feet 
(iaye many a mile to journey, ere we meet ! 



ft nATVIS, •QS LOT KAPTa NTN MNEIAN 



A WARNING. 

To 



OrI fair as heaven and chaste as light ! 
Did nature mould thee all so bright, 
That thou shouldst ever learn to weep 
O'er languid virtue's fatal sleep. 
O'er shame extinguish'd, honour fled. 
Peace lost, heart withered, feeling de«Ld r 

No, no^. a star was bom with thee, 
Which sheds eternal purity ! 
Thou hast, within those sainted ey^, 
So fair a transcript of the skies, 
f n lines of fire such heavenly lore, 
That man should read them and ador^ ! 
Yet have I known a gentle maid 
Whose early charms were just array 'd 
in nature's loveliness like thine, 
^nd wore thai clear, celestial si^fQ, 
V0B. jr. 18 
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Which seems to mark the brow that^s fair 

For destiny^s peculiar care ! 

Whose bosom too was once a zone, 

Where the bright gem of virtue shone; 

Whose eyes were talismans <^ fire 

Against the spell of man's desire ! 

Yet, hapless girl, in one sad hour, 

Her charms have shed their radiant flower 

The gem has been beguil'd away ; 

Her eyes have lost their chastening ray ; 

The simple fear, the guiltless shame, 

Tlie smiles that from reflection came, 

A.11, all have fled, and left her mind 

A faded monument behind ! 

liike some wave-beaten, mouldering stone 

To memory rais'd by hands unknown, 

Which, many a wintry hour, has stood 

Beside the ford of Tyra's flood. 

To tell the traveller, as he crost, 

That there some k>ved friend was lost \ 

Oh ! *twas a sight I wept to see — 

ileavcn keep the lost-one's fate from (beel 
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To- 



'Tis time, I feel to leave thee now, 
While yet my soul is something free ; 

While yet those dangerous eyes allow 
One moment^s thought to stray from thee I 

Oh ! thou art every instaAt dearer — 
Every chance that brings me uigh thee. 

Brings my ruin nearer, nearer, 
I am lost, unless 1 fly thee ! 

Nay, if thou dost not scorn and hate me, 

Wish me not so soon to fall, 
Duties, fame, and hopes await me. 

Oh ! that eye would blast them all! 

Yes yes, it would — for thou'rt as cold 

As ever yet allur'd or sway'd. 
And would'st, without a sigh, behold 

The ruin which thyself had made ! 

Yet — could I think that, truly fond, 
That eye but once would smile on me, 

Good Heaven ! how much, how far beyonA 
Fame, duty, hope that smile would be ! 

Oh ! but to win it, night and day. 

Inglorious at thy feet reclin'd, 
rd sigh my dreams of fame away. 

The world for thee forgot, resign'd • 
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To shade bis burning" eyes' her hand in dalli- 
ance stole. 
And now she rais'd her rosy mouth to sip 
The nectar d wave 

Lyseus gave, 
And from her eyelids, gently clos'd, 

Shed a dissolving gleam. 

Which fell, like sun-dew in the bowl ! 
While her bright hair, in mazy flow 

Of gold descending 
Along her cheek's luxurious glow, 

Wav'd o'er the goblet's side, 
And was reflected by its crystal tide, 
Like a sweet crocus flower, 

Whose sunny leaves at evening hour 
With roses of Cyrene blend ing-"^ 
Hang o'er the mirror of a silver stream ! 

The Olympian cup 
BuriiM Id the hands 
Of dimpled Hebe, as she wing'd her feet 

Up 
The emp3n*eal mount, 
To drain the soul-drops at their stellar 
fount ;t 

And still, 
As the resplendent rill, 

* We learn trorn Theopbrastu^. tba' the roses 
of Cyrene were particular!} fragrant. tM cruara ra 
5c TO £v K.u(>nvn poda. 

f Heraclitus (Physicus) held the soul i«» be a 
spark of the stellar essence. ** scintilla stellans es- 
senU»." Macrobius, in bomn. 2>cip Lib. i cap. 14. 
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V'lam'd o'er the goblet with a mantling heat, 
Her graceful care 
Would cool its heavenly fire 
In gelid waves of snowy-feather'd air, 
Such as the children of the pole respire, 
In those enchanted lands,* . 
Where life is all a spring", and north winds 
never blow I 
But oh ! 
Sweet Hebe, irhat a tear, 
And what a blush were thine. 
When, as the breath of every Grace 
Wafted thy fleet career 
Along the studded sphere, 

• The country of the Hyperboreans: they were 
supposed to be placed so far north, that the north 
wind could not affect them ; they lived longer than 
any other mortals ; passed their whole time in mu- 
sic and dancing, etc. etc. But the most extrava- 
gant fiction related of them is that to which the two 
lines preceding allude. It was irnaguied, that in- 
stead (»f our vulgar atmosphere, the Hyperlwreaus 
breathed nothing but feathers 1 According to Hero- 
dotus and Pliny, this idea was suggested by the 
quantity of snow which was observed to tall in those 
regions; ihus the former . Ta e&v vrtpa Cfwrr^ovrai tt>v 
Xi^'^^ci TB» L»<i^at T£ xai TBJ jrEp;''«ii8i ^Mifc Xf/t.v. He- 
rodof Lib. iv cap 31. Ovid tells the fable other- 
wise. See Mdamorph. Lib. xv 

Mr. 0'r[alloram, and some other Irish Antiquari- 
ans, have been at great exper>se of learning to prove 
that the strange country, where, they took snow for 
feathers, was Ireland, and that the fantous Abaris 
was an Irish Druid. Mr. Rowland however will 
have it that Abaris was a Welshman, and that his 
name is only a corruption of Ap Rees .' 



y 



176 Si>|STLKS, ODES, 

With a rich cup for Jove himself to drink ^ 
Some star, that glitter'd in the way, 

Raising its amorous head 
To kiss so exquisite a tread, 

Check'd thy impatient pace ! 
And all heaven's host of eyes 
Saw those luxuriant heauties sink 
In lapse of loveliness, along the azure skies I"^ 

Upon whose starry plain they lay, 
Like a young blossom on our meads of Gold, 

Shed from a vernal thorn 
Amid the liquid sparkles of the mom ! 
Or as in temples of the Paphian shade, 
The myrtled votaries* of the queen behold 
An image of their rosy idol, laid 
Upon a diamond shrine ! 

The wanton wind. 
Which had pursued the flying iair, 

And sweetly twin'd 
Its spirit with the breathing rings 
Of her ambrosial hair, 
SoarM as she fell, and on its ruffling wings. 

(Oh wanton wind ! ) 
Wafted the robe, whose sacred flow, 
Shadow'd her kindling charms of snow, 

* 1 believe it is Servius who mentions this un- 
lucky trip which Hebe roade in her occupation of 
cuj^-bearer; and Hoflfman tells it after hiri : "Cum 
Hebe j>ocula Jovi administrans, perqutJ lubricum 
minus raut^ incedens, cecidisi-et. revolutisque ves- 
tibus" — in short, she fell in a very awkwani man- 
ner, and though (as the Encyclopgdi!?tes think) it 
would have amused Jove at any oUier time, yet, as 
he happened to be out of temper on that day, the 
poor girl was dismissed from her employment. 
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Pure, as an Eleusinian veil 
Hangs o'er the mysteries !* 

* % tt m: 

* the brow of Juno flushed — 
Love blessM the breeze ! 

The Muses blushM, 
And every cheek was hid behind a lyre, 
While every eye was glancing through the 
strings. 

Drops of etherial dew, 
That burning gush'd. 
As the great goblet flew 
From Hebe's pearly fingers through the 
sky! 
Who was the spirit that reraember'd Man 
In that voluptuous hour ? 

And with a wing of Love 
Brush'd off your scatter'd tears. 
As o'er the spangled heaven they ran. 
And sent them floating to our orb below !f 

* The arcane symbols of this ceremony were de- 
posited in the cista, where they lay religiously con- 
cesJed from the eyes of the pioiane. They were 
generally carried in ihe procession by an ass ; and 
hence the proverb, which one may so often apply in 
the world, *' asinus portat mysteria." See the 
Divine Legation^ Book ii. sect 4. 

f In the Ge<^omca, Lib. ii. rap. 17, there is a fii- 
ble' somewhat like this descent of ihe nectar to earth. 
£v dpavco Tb)i> i^cuv cuuxufifvuv, xai ra vExrapos iroKKa 
vapaxfi^Evs, avacNipTEcroi xc^txa rov Epura xai auco'ei- 
cai ' vn irrcpu t» xpampoi r-nv ^a<riv, koi xr£piTpr4/oi jicv 
ouTov* TO 5e vcxTop «if n\y ^tjv ittxv^tv x. t. A, Ff^. 
Aucior^ de Re RusU edit. Coniab. 1704. 
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Essence of immortality ! 

The shower 
Fell glowing" through the spheres 
While all around new tints of bliss, 
New perfumes of delight, 
Enrich'd its radiant flow ! 
Now, with a humid kiss, 
It thrill'd along the beamy wire 
Of Heaven's illuminM lyre,* 
Stealing the soul of music in its flight ! 
And now, amid the breezes bland, 
That whisper from the planets as ihey roll, 
The bright iihatiim, softly fanned 
By all theii sigfhs, meandering stole ! 
They who, ^om Atlas' height. 

Beheld 'he h-U of flame 
Descending vhrough the waste of night, 
Thought 'twas a planet, whose stupendous 
frame 
Had kindled as it rapidly revolv'd 
Around its fervid axle, and dissolv'd 
Into a flood so bright ! 
The child of day. 
Within his twilight bower, 
Lay sweetly sleeping 

* The constellation Lyra. The Astrologers at- 
tribute great virtues to thj« si^n in asrw enti, 
which are enumerated by Foniai-o, in his Urania : 
— — Ecce novein cum pectine chorHab 
Eniodulaiis, mulrei que novo vaga sidera cantu, 
Quo captsB nascentum aoimsB concordia ducunt 
Pectora, etc. 
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On the flush'd bosom of a lotos-flower ;* 
When round bim, in profusion weeping", 
Dropp'd the celestial shower, 

Steeping 
The rosy clouds, that curl'd 
About his infant head, 
Like myrrh upon the locks of Cupid shed ! 

But, when the waktng" boy, 
Wav'd his exhaling- tresses through the sky, 
O mora of joy ! 
The tide divme, 

Ali gUttermg with the vermeil dye 
It drank beneath his orient eye, 
Di^tilPd, in dews, upon the world. 
And every drop was wine, was heavenly 

WINE ! 

Blest be the sod, the flow'ret blest. 
That caught, upon their hallow 'd breast. 
The nectar'd spray of Jove's perennial 
springs ! 

* The Egyptians represented the dawn of day by 
a young boy seated upon a lotos Eit« \iyvnrtu 
icopawbf apx'n^ avartiAns vaiSiox veoj\ov 7pa(povTOS tvt 
Xa'Tw ua^iC oiitiov Plutarch, jrfpi tb ji'O XP^v CMurp, 
See also his tiea^se Istd. et Onr. Observing that 
the lotos showed its head above water at sun-rise, 
and sank again at his setting, they conceived the 
idea of consecrating it to Osiiis, or the sun. 

This symbol of a youth sitting upon a lotos, is 
very frequent on the Abraxases, or Basilidian 
stones Hee Montfaucun, Tom. ii. planche 158, and 
the SuppUment etc. Tom. ii. lib. vii. chap. 5. 
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Less sweet the flow'ret, and less sweet 
the sod, 

O'er which the Spirit of the rainbow 

flings 

^^ The magic mantle of her solar god !* 



TO 



That wrinkle^ when first I espied it, 
At once put my heart out of pain, 
Till the eye that was glowing beside it, 
Disturbed my ideas again ! 

Thou art just in the twilight at present. 
When woman's declension begins, 

When, fading from all that is pleasant, 
She bids a good night to her sins ! 

Yet thou still art so lovely to me, 
I would sooner, my exquisite mother I 

Repose in the sun-set of thee. 
Than bask in the noon of another ! 

* The ancients esteemed those flowers and trees 
the sweetest upon which the rainbow had appeared 
to rest ; and the wood they chiefly buriie(! in sacri- 
fices, was that which the cmile ot Iris had consecra- 
ted. Plutarch Sympos, Lib. iv. cap. 2. where (as 
Vossius remarks) wuhci, mstead nf mAho-i, is un- 
doubtedly the genuine reading. See Vossius, for 
some curious particularities of the rainbow, D£ Ori- 
gin. et Progress. Idololat. Lib. iii. cap. 13. 
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ANACRE03NTIC. 

^* She never lookM so kind before — 
^' Yet why the wanton^s smile recall ! 

*■* IVe seen this witchery o'er and o*er, 
*^^is hollow, vain, and heartless all !^' 

Thus I said and, sighing, sipped 
The wine which she had lately tasted ; 

The cup, where she had lately dipp'd 
Breath, so long in falsehood wasted. 

I took the harp, and would have sung 
As if 'twere not of her I sang ; 

But still the notes on Lamia hung— 
On whom but Lamia could ihey hang ! 

That kiss, for which, if worlds were mine, 
A world for every kiss I'd give her; 

Those floating eyes, that floating shine 
Like diamonds in an eastern river ! 

That mould so flue, so pearly bright, 
Of which luxurious heaven hath cast her. 

Through which her soul doth beam as white 
As flame through lamps of alabaster ! 

Of these I sung, and notes and words 

Were sweet as if 'twas Lamia's hair 
That lay upon my lute for chords. 
And Lamia's lip that warbled there I 
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But when, alas ! I turn'd the theme. 
And when of vows and oaths I spoke, 

Of truth and hope's beguiling* dream — 
The chord beneath my finger broke ! 

False harp ! false woman ! — such, oh ! such 
Are lutes too frail and maids too willing ; 

Every hand's licentious touch 
Can learn to wake their wildest thrilling! 

And when that thrill is most awake, 
And when you think heaven's joys await 
you. 
The nymph will change, the chord will 
break — 
Oh Love ! oh Music ! how I hate you ! 



TO MRS. 



ON SOME CALUMNIES AGAINST H£B CHARACTER. 

Is not thy mind a gentle mind ! 

Is not thy heart a heart refin'd ! 

Hast thou not every blameless grace, 

That man should love or Heaven can trace '. 

And oh ! art thou a shrine for Sin 

To hold her hateful worship in ? 

No, no, be happy — dry that tear — 

Though some thy heart hath harbour'd near 
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'May now repay its love with blame ! 
Though man, who ought to shield thy fame, 
Ungenerous man be first to wound ihee \ 
Though the whole world may freeze around 

thee, 
Oh ! thou'It be like that lucid tear,* 
Which, bright, within the crystal's sphere 
In liquid purity was found, 
Though all had grown congealed around ; 
Floating in frost, it mockM the chill. 
Was pure, was soft, was brilliant still ! 



HYMN 
OF A VIRGIN OF DELPHI, 

AT THE TOMB OF HER MOTHER. 

Oh 1 lost, for ever lost ! — no more 
Shall Vesper light our dewy way 

Along the rocks of Crissa's shore, 
To hymn the fading fires of day ! 

* This alludes to a cuiious gem, upon whicli 
Claudian has left us some pointless epigrams. It 
was a dro{) of pure water inclosed within a piece of 
crystal. See Claudian. Epigram, de ChrystaUo rut 
a^ua inerat. Addison mentions a curiosity of this 
kmd at Milan ; He says, " It is such a rarity as this 
that I saw at Vendome in France, which they there 
pretend is a tear that our Saviour shed over Lazarus, 
and was gathered up by an angel, who put it in a 
little crystal vial and made a present of it to Mary 
MagdEden.*' Addison's Remarks on several Paris of 
Italy. 
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His sacred lips, an odour, all as bland 
As ocean-breezes gather from the flowers 
That blossom in elysium,* breathed around! 
With' silent awe we listen^, while he told 
Of the dark veil, which many an age had 

hung 
O'er nature's form, till by the touch of time 
The mystic shroud grew thin and luminous, 
And half the goddess beam'd in glimpses 

through it ! 
Of magic wonders, that were known and 

taught 
By him (or Cham or Zoroaster named) 
Who mus*d amid the mighty cataclysm. 
O'er his rude tablets of primeval lore,f 



'i^^a ^anaftfti 



ovjai vEf irvSttCTiv av- 

Pindar. Qlymf. ii. 

f Cham the son of Noah, is supposed to have 
laken with him into the ^rk the principal doctrinei 
of magical, or rather of natural, science, which be 
had inscribed upon some yery durable substaoces, 
in order that they might resist the ravages of the 
deluge, and transmit the secrets of antediluvian 
knowledge to his posterity See the extracts made 
fay Bayle, in his article Cham The identity of 
Cfham and Zoroaster depends upon the authority of 
Berosus, or the impostor Anoius. and a few more 
such respectable testimonies, - See JSTaud^^s JinaUh 
gu pour Us Grands Hommes^ etc. Chap. 8, where 
ne takes more trouble than is necessary in refiiting 
this gratuitous supposition. 
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And all was brightness where they fell ! 
i^ond soother of my infant tear ! 

Fond sharer of my infant joy I 
Is not thy shade still lingering here ! 

Am I not still thy souPs employ ! 
And oh ! as oft, at close of day 

When, meeting on the sacred ^sount, 
Our nymphs awak'd the choral lay, 

And danced around Cassotis' ibunt ; 
As then, 'twas all thy wish and care, 

That mine should be the simplest mien, 
My lyre and voice the sweetest there, 

My foot the lightest o'er th§ green ; 
60 still, each Uttle grace ^<!>.mbuld, 

Around my form thmojl^es are shed, 
Arranging every snowy fold. 

And guiding every mazy tread ! 
And, when I lead the hymning choir, 

Thy spirit still, unseen and free, 
Hovers'oetween my lip and lyre. 

And weds them into harmony ! 
Flow, Plistus, flow, thy murmuring wave 

Shall never drc^ its silv'ry tear 
Upon so pure, so blest a grave, 

To memory so divinely des^r ! 



VDL. ir. id 
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\ 



RINGS AND SEALS. 



*1^9rcf (r<p;a7i5£( to (piXi^iora. 

Achilles Tatius, Lib. i. 



^' Go !'»said the angry, weeping maid, 

" The charm is broken ! — once betray'd 

" Oh ! never can my heart rely 

*' On word or look, on oath or sigh. 

" Take back the gifts, so sweetly given, 

" With promis'd faith and vows to Heaven ; 

" That little ring which, night and mom, 

" With wedded truth my hand hath worn ; 

" That seal, which oft in moment blest, 

" Thou hast upon my lip imprest, 

** And sworn its dewy spring should be 

" A fountain seal'd^ for only thee! 

" Take, take them back the gift and vow, 

" All sullied, lost and hateful now l" 

* " There are gardens, supposed to be those ol 
King Solomon, in tlic neighbourhood of Bethlehem. 
The friars show a fountain which they say is the 
* sealed fountain/ to which the holy spouse in the 
Canticles is compared ; and they pretend a tradi 
tion, that Solomon shut up these springs and put bii 
signet upon the door, to keep them for liis owi 
drinking." MaundreWs Travels. See also th« 
JSTotes to Mr, Good's TransktHon of the Song of Solo 
man. 



AND OTHER POEMS. 187 

I took the ring — the seal I took, 
While oh I her every tear and look 
Wftre such as angels look and shed, 
When man is hy the world misled ! 
Gently I whisper'd, " Fanny, dear I 
*' Not half thy lover's gifts are here : 
*' Say, where are all the seals he g^ve 
" To every ringlet's jetty wave, 
" And where is every one he printed ' 
*' Up.jQ that lip, so ruby-tintedj 
•* Seals, 01 the purest gem of bliss 
" Qh ! richer, softer, far than this I 

" And then the ring — my love ! recall 
" How many rings, delicious all, 
** His arms around that neck hath twisted, 
« Twining warmer far than this did ! 
" Where are. they all, so sweet so many ! 
<'Oh ! dearest, give back all, if any I'* 
While thvr 1 murmur'd, trembling too 
Lest a.i the nyrapl^ had vow'd was true, 
I sav. a smile relenting ri^^e 
'M'.; the moist azure of her eyes, 
Like ilay-ight o'er a sea of blue, 
While yt'^ the air is dim M'ith dew ! 
She let hf- cheek repose on mine. 
She lot m\ arms around her twine — 
Oh . who can tell the biiss one feels 
In thus exchanging rings and seals ! 



^<ffe- 
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TO MISS SUSAN B CKF D. 

, ^^ ^. ON pjER SINGING. 

. <'. -^ » • I 

I MORE ^|LD oneo have heard, at night, 
A song, like those thy lips have given, 

And it was sung hyslm^'^a of light. 
Who seem'd like./lhee, to breathe of 
heaven! . .«\ . 

But this waa all a dream of sleep. 
And I haiT^ said, when morning shone, 

-' Oh I why should fairy fancy keep 
" These wonders for herself alone ?'' 

I knew not then that fate had lent 
Such tones to one of mortal birth ; 

I knew not then that Heaven had sent 
A voice, a form like thine on earth ! 

And yet, in all that flowery maze 
Through which my life has lov'd to tread, 

When 1 have heard the sweetest lays 
From lips of dearest lustre shed ; 

When I have felt the warbled word 
From beauty's mouth of perfume sighing, 

Sweet as music's hallowed bird 
Upon a rose's bosom lying ! 
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Though form and song" at once -combin'd 
Their loveliest bloom and softest thrill, 

My heart hath sigh'd, my heart hath pin'd 
For something softer, lovelier still J 

Oh ! I have found, it all, at last, 
In thee, thou sfreetest, living lyre, 

Through which tbe soul hath ever passM 
Its harmonizing breath of fire ! 

All that ray best and wildest dream, 
In fancy^s hour, could hear or sec 

Of music^s sigh or beauty's beam 
Are realized, at once, in thee ! 
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^Of intellectual bein^, till it mix 
With atoms vague, corruplible and dark; 
Nor even then, though sunk in earthly dross. 
Corrupted all, nor its ethereal touch 

cerns of mankind. Ej 70? ti$ iv^nikaia tov uvSffisyiNR 
6iro ^Ewv 7ivfTai It is true, he adds, 'Qcnrc; do«£«,l»t 
oven this is very sceptical 

In these erroneous conceptions of Aristotle, « 
trace the cause of that general neglect, which hfe 

} philosophy experienced auiontj the early ChristtaiK 
*lato is seldoir much more orthodox, but the <*• 
scure enthusiasm of his style allowed them to inter- 
pret all his fancit>s to their purpose; such glowing 
steel was easily moulded, and i'latouism became 1 
sword in the hands of the fathers 

The Providence of the Stoics, so vaunted in thek 
school, \Vas a pow er as contemptibly inefficient is 
the rest. All was fate in the system of the Portico. 
The chains of destiny were thrown over Jupiter 
liimself, and their deity was like Borgia, et Cesar 
ci nihil. Not even the language of Seneca can re- 
concile this degradation of divmity. •* llle ipse 
omnium conditor ac rector scripsit quidam fata,sed 
fequitur ; semper paret, scmel jussit." Ijib. dt 
Provident a. Cap. 5. 

With respect to the difference betwcra tbe Stoics, 
Peripatetics, and Academicians, the fuUowing words 
of Cicero prove that he saw but little to dislmguisb 
them from each other. " Peripateticos et Academ* 
icos, nominibus dififerentes, re congruentes ; a qui- 
l)us Stoici ipsi verbis magis quam sententiis disseo- 
serunt.** Academic. Lib. ii. 5. and perhaps what 
Held has remarked upon one of their points of coo- 
troversy might be applied as effectually to the recon- 
cilement of all the rest. ** The dispute between tfa£ 
Stoics and Peripatetics was probably all for want of 
definition. The one said they were good under the 
oontrol of reason, the other that they should be 
eradicated." Essay s. Vol. iii. In short, from the 
little which I know upon the subject, it appears to 
nic as difficult to establish the boundaries of opinion 
between anv two of the philosophical scctSj as it 
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VMyiijg by every green recess 
That woo^d liim to its calm caress, 
Yet, sometimes turning with tlie ivind, 
As if to leave one look behind ! 
Oh ! I have thought, and thinking sighed— 
How like to thee, thou restless tide ! 
May be the lot, the life of him, 
Who roams along thy water's brim ! 
Througli what alternate shades of woe, 
And flowers of joy my path may go ! 
How many an humble still retreat 
May rise to court my weary feet. 
While still pursuing, still unblest, 
I wander on, nor dare to rest ! 
But urgent as the doom tliat caUs 
Thy water to its destine falls, 
I see the world's bewildering force 
Hurry ay heart's devoted course 
From lapse to lapse, till life be done, 
And the last current cease to run .* 
Oh, may my falls be bright as thine ! 
May Heaven's forgpiving rainbow shinr 
Upon tlie mist that circles me, 
As soft, as now it hangs o'er thee ! 
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CLORIS AND FANNY. 

Cloris ! if I were Persia's king, 
Pd make my graceful queen of thee : 

While Fanny, wild and artless thing, 
Should but th}^ humble handmaid be. 

There is but one objection in it — 
That, verily, I'm much afraid 

I^hould, in some unlucky minute. 
Forsake the mistress for the maid ! 



TT 



TO' Miss 



With woman's f(^nn and womaiA'Acks 
So much of maq jpu seem tomix. 

One know^ not where to take yon : 
I pray yoji,^ii 'tis not too far. 
Go, as4 joi Nature which you are, 

Or whajt^t^e meant to make you. 

• -»- ^ ■ "... _ .. 

Yet'stay — ^you need not take the pains 
W^tli. neither beauty, youth, nor braitii 

For man or maid's desiring ; 
Pert Irs females, fool as male, 
As boy too green, as girl too stale — 

The thing's not worth inquiring ! 
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TO 



ON HER ASKING ME TO ADDBCSS A POEM tO flEl. 



I 

SINE VENERE FBIOET APOLLO* 



^gid. Men€Lgim* 



How can 1 sing of fragrant sighs 

I ne'er have felt from thee ! 
How can I sing of smiling eyes, 

That ne'er have smiled on me t 

The heart, 'tis true, may fancy roudy 
Bat, oh ! 'tis cold and seeming — 

One moment's real, rapturous touch 
Is worth an age of dreaming ! 

Think'st thou, when Julia's lip and brefll 
Inspired my youthful tongue, ^ 

I coldly spoke of lips unprest, 
Nor felt the heaven I sung ? 

No, no, the spell, that warm'd 80 loa|^ 

Was still my Julia's kiss. 
And still the girl was paid, in soD^, 

What she had giv'n in bliss !. 

XOL. II. 17 
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Then beam one burning smile on me. 

And I will sing those eyes ; 
Let me but feel a breath from thee. 

And I will praise thy sighs. 

That rosy mouth alone can bring 
What makes the bard divine— 

Oh, Lady ! how my lip would sing. 
If once 'twere prest to thine ! 



SONG 

OF THE EVIL SPIRIT OF THE YfCODS* 



OUl VIA OIFFICILIS, QUAQUE EST VIA KUUiA. . . . 

t^ Chid. Meiam, Lib. iiLv. 227. 



Now the vapour bot and damp, 
Shed by day's expiring lamp, 
Tfardtigh the mibty ether spreads 
Every ill the white man dreads ; 
Fiery fever's thirstly thrill, 
Fitful aguc^s shivering chill I 

* The idia of this poem occurred to me in passing 
through the very dreary wilderness between Bata- 
via,anew settlement in the midst of the woods, and 
the little village of fiuffiilo uoon Lake Erie. This 
is the most fatigumg part of ttie route, in travcllinir 
through the Genesee roimtry to Niagara.' 
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Hark ! I hear the trareller^s soDg, 
As he winds the woo is along, 
Christian ! His the song of fear ; 
Wolves are round thee, night is near, 
And the wild thou dar'sc to roam — 
Oh ! ^twas once the Indian's home !* 
Hither, sprites, who love to harm, 
Wheresoe'er you work your charm. 
By the creeks, or by the brakes, 
Where the pale witch feeds her snakes, 
And ho caymanf loves to creep, 
Torpid, to his wintry sleep : 
Where the bird of carrion flits, 
And the shuddering murderer sits,]; 

*"The Five Confederated Nations (of Indiaos; 
wore settled along the banks of the Susquehannali 
and the adjacent country, until the year 1 779, when 
Geneml Sullivan, with an army of 4000 men, drove 
them from their country to Niagara, where being 
obliged to live on salted provisions, to which tliev 
weie unaccustomed, great numbers of thom died. 
Two hundred of them, it is said, were buried in one 
grave, where they had encamped.'* Morsels Jlmtri- 
can Geography. 

f The alligator, who is supposed to lie in a torpid 
state all the winter, in the bank of some creek or 
pond, having previously swallowed a large number 
of pine-knots, which are his only sustenance during 
tiic time. 

\ This was the mode of punishment for murder 
(as Father Charlevoix tells us; among the Hurons. 
** They laid the dead body upon poles at the top of 
a cabm, and the murdwer was obliged to rema in 
several days together, and to receive all that dioj^ 
ned fimm tne carcass, not oaly on himsiilf but on hi^ 
food." 
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lione beneath a roof of blood, 
While upon his poison'd food, 
From the corpse of him he slew 
I rops the chill and gory dew ! 

Hither bend you, turn you hither 
Eyes that blast and wings that wither 
Cross the wandering Christian's way, 
Lead him, ere the glimpse of day, • 
Many a mile of maddening error 
Through the maze of night and terror. 
Till the mom behold him lying 
O'er the damp earth, pale and dying I 
Mock him, when his eager sight 
Seeks the cordial cottage-light ; 
Gleam then, like the lightning-bug, 
Tempt him to the den that's dug 
For the foul and famish'd brood 
Of the she- wolf, gaunt for blood ! 
Or, unto the dangerous pass 
O'er the deep and dark morass. 
Where the trembling Indian brings 
Belts of porcelain, pipes^ and rings, 
Tributes, to be hung in air 
To the,]^iend presiding there !* 

* " We find also collars of porcelain, tobacco, 
cais of maize, skins, etc. by the side of difficult and 
(iangerous ways, on rocks, or by the side of the fails ; 
and these are so many offerings made to the spirits 
which preside in these places," See Charlevoix's 
iMter on iht Traditions and the Religion qf ths 
Savages qf Canada, 

Father Hennepin too mentions this ceremony; 
he also says, " We took notice of one barbarian, 
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TheD, when nig'ht's long labour past, 
Wilder'd, faint he falls at last. 
Sinking where the causeway's edge 
Moulders in the slimy sedge. 
There let every noxious thing 
Trail its filth and fix its sting ; 
Let the bull-toad taint him over, 
Round him let mnsquitoes hover, 
In his ears and eyeballs tingling, 
With his blood their poison mingling. 
Till, beneath the solar fires. 
Rankling all, the wretch expires ! 



TO MRS. HENRY T GIIE, 

ON READING HER " PSTCBB.** 

1802. 

Tell me the witching tale again, 

For never has my heart or ear 
Hung on so sweet, so pure a strain, 

So pure to feel, so sweet to hear ! 

Say, Love ! in all thy spring of fame. 
When the high heaven itself was thine ; 

When piety confessM the flame. 
And even thy errors were divine ! 

who made a kind of sacrifice upon an oak at the 
Cascade of St. Antony of !'adua, upon the river Mis- 
8iwipi>i.'* See Hennepin's Voyage into ^or(h 
Americtu 



4 
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TO MRS. 



To sec thee every day that came. 
And find thee every day the same, 
In pleasure's smile or sorrow's tear 
The same benign, consoling* Dear ! 
To meet thee early, leave thee late. 
Has been so long, my bliss, my fate. 
That life, without this cheering* ray. 
Which came, like sunshine, everyday, 
And all my pain, my sorrow chas'd, 
Tsnow a lone and loveless waste. — 
Whce arc the chords she used to touch.' 
Where ;i'"c the songs she lov'd so much? 
The song^ are hushM, the chords are stiU, 
And so, perhaps, will rveiy thrill 
Of friendship soon be luliM to rest, 
Which late f wakM in Annans breast! 
Yet nu — *he simple notes I play'd 
On memory's tablet soon may fade ; 
The bOngs, which Anna lov'd to hear. 
May all he lost on Anna's car ; 
But frieiid.^iip's sweet and fairy strain 
Shall ever in her heart remain ; 
??or moinorv lose nor time impair 
The sympatlucs which tremble there * 
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A CANADIAN BOAT-SONG. 

LITTEN ON THE KIVE& ST. LAWRENCE.^ 



ET REMIOEBI CANTUS HORTATTJR. 

QmntUian, 



LiNTLY as tolls the evening chime, 

ir voices keep tune and our oars keep time, 

* 1 wrote these words to an air, which our boat- 
in sung to us very frequently. The wind was so 
favourable, that they were obliged to row all the 
ly, and we were five days in descending the river 
m Kingston to Montreal, ex|K>sed to an intense 
n during the day, and at night forced to take shel- 
- from the dews in any miserable hut upon the 
nks that would receive us But the magnificent 
3nery of the St. Lawrence repays all these diffi- 
Itics. 

Our Vayageurs had good voices, and sung per- 
:tly in tune together. The original words of the 
', to which 1 adapted these stanzas, appeared to 
a long, incoherent story, of which I could under- 
ind but little, from the barbarous pronunciation 
the Canadians. It begins, 

Dans mon chemin j*ai rencontr^ 
Deux cavaliers trcs-bien months ; 
id the refrain to every verse was, 

A Pombre d'un bois je m'en vais jouer, 
A Pombre d'un bois je m'en vais danscr. 

I ventured to harmonize this air, and have pub 
bed it. Without that charm, which association 
/es to every little memorial of scenes or feeling? 
at are past, the melody may perhaps be thought 
mmon and trifling ; but 1 remember when wc 
vc entered, at sunset, upon one of those beaut\fa\ 
kp?, into which tlic St. Lawrence so gce^ivdV^ wtv<\ 



Oh ! sweetly we'll rest ou 
Blow, breezes, blow, the 
The Rapids arc near and * 

Utawas' tide ! this trembl 
Shall see us float over tbj; 
Saint of this green isle ! 
Oh ! grant us cool heaven' 
Blow, breezes, blow, the 
The llapids are near and 

luiexpcctecUy opens, 1 have 
with a pleasure which the fiii 
first masters have never t;i\e 
is not a note of it, wiiich doa 
ory tl)e dip ol our oars in 1 
flight of our l)jal tlou ii the la 
and fanciful iinprcasioiis to 
alive, during the whole of th 
age. 

The aljovc stanzas are su 
those vDyagcrs, who go to tl 
the Utavvas river Tor an a 
|:il undoriaking sec SirAlera 
tvnl JflJurif ofi/ie Fur Trai 
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EPISTLE IX. 

TO THE 

LADY CHARLOTTE R—WD— N. 



, VOL. IT. 21 



I 



TO THt 

l.ADY CHARLOTTK R-WD-iN. 

FROM TFIF BANKS OF THE ST. LAWRENCE. 

Not many months have now been drcam'd 

away 
Since yonder sun, (beneath whose evening ray 
We rest our boat among* these Indian Isies,) 
Saw me, where mazy Trent serenely smiles 
Through many an oak, as sacred to the 

groves, 
Beneath whose shade the pious Persian roves, 
And hears the soul of father or of chief, 
Or loved mistress, sigh in every leaf!* 
There listening, Lady ! while tliy lip hath sung 
My own unpolish'd lays, how proud I've hung 
On every mellow'd number ! proud to feel 
That notes like mine should have tlie fate to 

steal. 
As o'er thy hallowing lip they sigh'd along, 
. Such breath of passion and such soul of song. 
Oh ! I have wonder'd, like the peasant boy 
; Who sings at eve his sabbatlji strains of joy. 
And when he hears the rude luxuriant note 
Back to his car on softening echoes float, 

* Avendo ess! per costume di avere in veneratit.ne 
gli alberi grandi et antlchi, quasi che siano snesso 
riccttaccoli di anime bcate PidrodeUa Fmlle^ Part. 
Second. Lettera 16 da i giardini di Sciraz. 
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Bclieres it still some answering e 
And thinks it al) too sncel to be I 
I dream'd not then that, ere the i 
llnd dil'd ita circle, 1 should nan 
In musing awe ; should tread thi 

See all its store o! inland waters 
III cMic vast Toliime down Nia^n 
Orralm beliold them in Iranspar 
Whore lh<3 blue hills of old Toroi 
Tliolr eicning' shadows o'er Onla 
Siioiiid trace Iho grand Cadnraqu; 
Don-n the while Ra^tdo of his Ion 
Through massj- woods, through is 

ing fair, 
*rhrousb shades of bloom, nhc 

sinful pair. 



le Falls, 



MRiiiupMwIiivl. I 



1 Cliippcwi 



vatiVTcrcxuiie a|taiii. 

Tu CnloiiFl Uiork, tirtlm 40lli. wlio 
ul tLic Foil, I W!> piirllculath indcbled 
npff to niE (luriii;; iliu fi'ilnighl I nnn 
gam. AniniKiiiHiiv iiloauut clnjewt 
with him nnd hi* bmthpr-DfBecrs, iliai 
to the Tuscanni Indians v.ts not the li 
in(p. They received u< in iili Iheit siici 
ihe young nten ashihiied for our amu!" 
lacp, tlir uat|;anie. cic. while the old an 
rrit ill grou)ii uniitt Ihe kurruuiidiiii; ti 
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?"'or cousolation might have weeping trod, 
►Vhen banish'd from the garden of their God I 
>h. Lady ! these are miracles, which man 
/ag'd in the bounds of Europe's pigmy plan, 
)an scarcely dream of; which his eye must 

see 
[*o know how beautiful this world can be I 

But soft ! — the tinges of the west decline, 
liiid night falls dewy o'er these banks of pine, 
iroong the reeds, in whioh our idle boat 
s^rock'd to rest, the wind's complaining note 
)ies, like a half-breath'd whispering of flutes ; 
Uong the wave the gleaming porpoise shoots, 
knd I can trace him, like a watery star,* 
Down tlie stee[^ current, till he fades afar 
Vmid the foaming breakers' silvery light, 
^here yon rough rapids sparkle througii ttc 

night ! 
iere, as long as this shadowy bank I stray, 
knd the smooth glass-snake,f gliding o'er my 

way, 
Shows the dim moonlight through his scaly 

form, 
F^ancy, with all the scene's enchantment 

warm, 
3ears in the murmur of the nightly breeze, 
3ome Indian Spirit warble words like these : 

*Anburev in his traveK has noticed this shooting 
llumioation which porpoises diffuse at night through 
the St. Lawrence Vol. i. p. 29. 

f The glass-snake is brittle and transparent. 



/ 
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From the clime of sacred doves,* 
Where the blessed iQdian roves, 
Through the air on wing*, as white 
As the spirit-stones of light,! 
Which the eye of morning" counts 
On the Appallachian mounts ! 
Hither oft my flight I take 
Over Huron's lucid lake. 
Where the wave, as clear as dew, 
Sleeps beneath the light canoe. 
Which, reflected, floating there, 
Looks as if it hung in air I 
Then, when I have stray'd awhile 

* The departed spirit goes into the Country o 
Souls, where, according to some, it is transformei 
into a flove." Charlevoix^ upon the Traditions an 
the Religion of the Savages of Canada. Sec the ci 
rioiis Fable of the Am rican Orpheus in Lojitfiv 
Tom. i p. 402 

f The mountains appeared to be sprinkled wil 
white stones, which glistened in the sun, and wcr 
called by the Indians mane'oe aseniah, or spirit 
stones.** Mackenzie's Journal 

X 1 was thinking here of what Carver says 9 
beautifully in his des-ription of one of these lake 
** When it was calm and the muu shone bright, 
could sit in my canoe, where the depth was upward 
of six fathoms, and plamly see huge piles of btoi 
at the bottom, of different shajies. some of whic 
appeared as if they had been hewn . the water wa 
at this time as pure and transparent as air, and in 
canoe seemed as if it hung ^^uspenWed in that el« 
roent It was impossible to look attentively throng 
this limpid medium, at the rocks lielow withot 
finding, before many minutes were elapsed, yoi 
head swim and your eyes no longer able to behol 
the dazzling scene.*' 
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rnroug-b the Manataiilin isle,"^ 
BreathJDg all its holy bloom, 
' Swift upon the purple plume 
Of my Wakon-birdf I fly 
Where beneath a burning sky, 
O'er the bed of Erie's lake 
Slumbers many a water snake. 
Basking in the web of leaves, 
Which the weeping lily weaves !| 
Then I chase the flow'ret-king 
Through his bloomy wilil of spring ; 
See him now, while diamond hues 
Soft his neck and wings suffuse, 
In the leafy chalice sink. 
Thirsting for his balmy drink : 
Now behold him all on fire, 
Lovely in his looks of ire, 
Breaking every infant stem. 
Scattering every velvet gem, 

Aprcs avoir traverse plusieurs iles peu considci 
s nous en trouvaines le quatnenie jour u**e fa- 
«e, nonuiiee TJsle de Manitoualin Vcfyages dil 
on de L'lhontan, Tom i. Lett 15. Manatauliu 
ities a place of >pirits, and this Island in Lake 
on is hBJd sacred by the indians 
"The Wakonbird, which probably is of the 
e species with the bird of paradise, rereivesits 
le from the ideas the Indians have of its superi- 
xcellence ; the Wakon-bird being, in their lau- 
re, the Bird of the Great Spirit." Morse. 
The islands of Lake Erie are surrounded to a 
jidcrable distance by a large p<»nd-lilly, whose 
es bpread thickly over the surface of the lake, 
form a kind of bed for the water-snakes in sum- 
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Where his little tyrant lip 
Had not found enough to sip ! 

Then my playful hand I steep 
Where the gold-thread* loves to creep. 
Cull from thence a tangled wreath. 
Words of magic round it breathe, 
And the sunny chaplet spread 
O'er the sleeping fly-bird's head,f 
Till with dreams of honey blest, 
Haunted in his downy nest 
By the garden^ fairest spells, 
Dewy buds and fragrant bells. 
Fancy all his soul embowers 
In the fly-bird's heaven of flowers I 
Oft when hoar and silvery flakes 
Melt along the ruffled lakes ; 
When the grey moose sheds his horn^. 
When-lhe track, at evening, warns 
Weary hunters of the way 
To the wig-wam's cheering ray, 

* " The gold-thread is of the vine kind, and 
^rows in swamps. The roots spread themselves 
fust under the surface of the moratscs, and are 
easily drawn out by handfuls. Thej resemble a 
large entangled skem of silk, and arc of a bright 
yellow." J&orse. 

f L'oiaeau mouche, gros cotnme un hanneton, est 
de toutes couleurs, vives et changeantes : il lire sa 
subsistance des flours coinuie les abeilles ; son nid 
est feint d'un colon tr6s-fin sus})endii a une'branche 
d*aibre. Voyagts aux Indes Occhhniahs^ par M 
Bossu. Second Part, lett. xx. 
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Tlien, aloft through fi-eezing* air, 
With the snow-bird* soft and fair 
As the fleece that Heaven flings 
O'er his httle pearly wings, 
Light above the TX)ck8 1 play, 
Where Niagara's starry spray, 
Frozen on the cliff, appears 
Like a giant's starting tears ! 
There, amid the Island-sedge, 
Just upon the cataract's edge, 
Where the foot of living man 
Never trod since time beg^n, 
Lone I sit, at close of day. 
While, beneath the golden ray, 
ley columns gleam below, 
Feather'd round with falling snow, 
And an arch of glory springs, 
Brilliant as the chain of rings 
Round the neck of virgins hung 
Virgins,f who have wander'd young 
O'er the waters of the west 
To the land where spirits rest ! 
Thus have I charm'd, with visionary lay, 
The lonely moments of the night away ; 

» Emberiza hyemalis. See lmiay*s Kentutky^ 
page 280. 

f Lafitau wishes to believe, for the sake of his 
theory, that tliere was an order of vestals established 
among the Iroquois Indians; but 1 am afraid that 
* Jacques Carthier, upon whose authority he supports 
himself, meant any thing but vestal institutions by 
the " cabanes pub'iques*' which helmet with at 
Montreal, bee Lafitau, Mieurs des Sauvages Amer- 
icainSf 9tc. Tom. i. p. 173. 
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> 

And now, fresh day-light o'er the water 

beams ! 
Once more, erabark'd upon the glittering 

streams, 
Our boat flies light along the leafy shore, 
Shooting the falls without a dip of oar 
Or breath of zephyr, like the mystic bark 
The poet saw, in dreams divinely dark. 
Borne, without sails, along the dusky flood,* 
While on its deck a pilot angel stood, 
And, with his wings of living light unfnrl'd, 
Coasted the dim shores of another world! 

Yet oh ! believe me, in this blooming maze 
Of lovely nature, where the fancy strays 
From charm to charm, whjere every flowret's 

hue 
Hath something strange and every leaf is 

new ! 
I never feel a bliss so pure and still 
So heavenly calm, as when a stream or hilJ, 
Or veteran oak, like those remember'd well, 
Or breeze, or echo, or some wild-flower's 

smell, 
(For, who can say what small and fairy ties 
The memory flings o*er pleasure, as it flies! ) 

* Vidi che sHegna gli arsmnenti umani ; 
Si che remo non vuol, ne altro \elo, 
Che V ale sue tra liti si loiitaiii. 
Vedi come M ha drilte verso '1 cielo 
Tr-^itando M acre con V eierne penne ; 
Che noft si mutan, come mor al pelo 

Dante, Purgator Cant ii. 
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ninds my heart of many a sylvan dream 
ice indulg'd by Trent's inspiring stream, 
ill my sunny morns and moonlight nights 
Donnington's green lawns and breezy 
heights ! 

/^hether I trace the tranquil moments o'er 
en J have seen thee cu.l the blooms of lore, 
:h him, the polishM irarrior, by thy side, 
ster's idol and a nation's pride ! 
en thou hast read of heroes, trophied high, 
.ncient fame, and I have seen thine eye 
•n to the living hero, while it read, 
pure and brightening comments on the 

dead ! 
whether memory to my mind recalls 
; festal grandeur of those lordly halls, 
en guests have met around the sparkling 

board, 
1 welcome warm'd the cup that luxury 

pour'd ; 
en the bright future Star of England's 

Throne, 
h magic smile, hath o'er the banquet 

shone, 
ining respect, nqr claiming what he .won, 
tempering greatness, like an evening sun 
ose light the eye can tranquilly admire,, 
rious but mild, all softness yet all fire ! — ■ 
atever hue my recollections take, 
n the regret, the very pain they wake 
ear and exquisite • — but oh ' no more — 
y ! adieu — ^my heart has lingered o'er 
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These vaaisli'd times, till all that round me 

lies, 
Stream, banks, and bowers, hare faded on 

my eyes ! 



IMPROMPTU, 



AFT£R k VISIT TO MRS , OF MOMTREAA. 

'TwAs but ibr a moment — and yet in that 
time 
She crowded the impressions of many an 
hour: 
Her eye had a glow, like the sun of her 
clime! 
Which wak'd every feoling at once into 
flower, 
Oh ! could we have stol'ii but one rapturous 

day. 
To renew such impressions again and 
.again, 
The things we could look, and imagine, and 
say. 
Would be worth all the life we had wasted 
till then i 



1 
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What we had not the leisure or langpiage to 
speak, 
We should find some more exquisite mode 
of revealing, 
And, between us, should feel just as much in 
a week, 
As others would take a millennium in feel- 
ing ! 



WRITTEN 
ON PASSING DEADMAN'S ISLAND"*^ 

IN THE GULF OF ST. LAWRENCE. 

Laie in the Evenings September 1804, 

See you, beneath yon cloud so dark, 
Fast gliding along, a gloomy Bark ! 
Her sails are full, though the wind is still, 
And there blows not a breath her sails to fill ! 

» This is one of the Magdalen Islands, and, singu- 
laxly cnoufth, is the property of Sir ifaac Coffin. 
The above lines where s\ie;gested by a superstition 
very commrui ainong sailors, who call tliisghost-bliip, 
I think. " tjie Cying Dutchman." 

V^'e were tliirteen f'ays on our passage from Que- 
bec to Halifax, and 1 had been so spoiled by the very 
splendid hospitality, with which my friends of the 
rhaeton and Boston had treated me, that I was but 
ill prepared to encounter the ii<ib€^ies of a Canadian 
ship The weather however w a^ pleasant, and the 
scenery alon^ the rivtr delightful. Our passage 
throueh the Gut of Canso, with a bright sky and a 
fair wind, was particularly striking and romantic. 
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Oh ! what doth that vessel of darkness bear! 
The silent calm of the grave is there, 
Save now and again a death-knell rung, 
And the flap of the sails with night-fog huD^ ! 

There lieth a wreck on the dismal shore 

Of cold and pitiless Labrador ; 

Where, under the moon,- upon mounts of 

frost. 
Full many a mariner's bones are tost ! 

Yon shadowy Bark hath been to that wreck 
And the dim blue fire, that lights her deck, 
Doth play on as pale and livid a crew. 
As ever yet drank the church-yard dew ! 

To deadman's Isle, in the eye of the blast, 
To deadman's Isle, she speeds her fast ; 
By skeleton shapes her sails are furPd, 
And the hand that steers is not of this world ! 
Oh ! hurry thee on — oh ! hurry thee on 
Thou terrible Bark ! ere4he night be gone. 
Nor let morning look on so foul a sight 
As would blanch for ever her rosy light l 
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TO THE BOSTON FRIGATE,* 

LEAVING HALIFAX FOR £NOLAND, OCTOBER, 1804. 



TI KAKON 'O rEAQE; 



fTii triumph ibis morning', oh ! Boston ! I 

hail 
e stir of thy deck and the spread of thy 

sail, 
r they tell me I soon shall be wafted in. 

thee, 
the flourishing isle of the brave and the 

free, 
i that chill Nova-Scotia's unpromising 

strandf 
the last I shall tread of American laud. 

Cominanded by Captain J. E. Douglas, with 
3m 1 returned to (ilngland* and to whom I am in* 
ted for many, many kindiiesses. In truth, I should 
offend the dolicacy of my friend Douglas, and, 
he same time, do injustice to my own feelings of 
•atitude, did 1 attempt to say how much 1 owe 
I. 

Sir John Wentworth, the Governor of Nova- 
tia, very kindly allowed me to accompany him 
liis visit to the College, which they have lately 
.blished at Windsor, about forty miles from Hal- 
, and 1 was indeed most pleasantly surprised by 
beauty and fertility of the country which opened 
n us after the bleak and rocky wilderness by 
ich Halifax is surrounded. I was told that, in 
relling onwards, we should find the soil and thf^ 
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^««--p<ace to the Jand , 
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"«€:ft man have the «.• 
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•Vhose glory, though distant, they long had 

adorM, 
'^Vhose name often ballow'd the juice of their 

board 1 
And still as, with sympathy humble but true, 
I told them each luminous trait that I knew, 
They have listenM, and sighM that the pow- 
erful stream 
Of Americans empire should pass, like a 

dream. 
Without leaving one fragment of genius to 

say 
How* sublime was the tide which had vanished 

away ! 
Farewell to the few — though we never may 

meet 
On this planet again, it is soothing and sweet 
To think that, whenever my gong or my 

name 
Shall recur to their ear, they'll recall me the 

same 
I have been to them now, young, unthought- 

ful, and blest, 

Kre hope had deceiv'd me or sorrow deprest ! 

But, Douglas I while thus I endear to my 
mind 
The elect of the land we shall soon leave be- 
hind, 
1 can read in the weather-wise glance of thine^ 

eye, 
^ 8 it follows the rack flitting over tibe sky, 
ror. Ti. 22 
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That the faint comiDg* breeze will be l 

our fliglit, 
And shalJ steal us awaj, ere the fall. 

night. 
Dear Douglas! thou knowest, with th< 

my side. 
With thy friendship to soothe me, thy c 

ag« to g-uide, 
There is not a bleak isle in those summei 

seas. 
Where the day comes in darkness, or shii 

but to freeze, 
Not a tract of the line, not a barbarous slior 
That I could not with patience, with pleasoi 

explore! 
Oh ! think then how happy I follow thee now, 
When hope sooths the billow^' path of onr 

• prow, 
And each prosporcui sigh of the west-spring- 
ing" wind 
Takes me nca;cr the home where my heart 

is inshrin'd ; 
Where the smile of a father shall meet mo. 

again, 
And the tears of a mother turn bliss into pain ; 
Where the kind voice of sisters shall steal to 

my bearl. 

And ask it, in siglis, how we ever could 

part I — 
But see! — the bent top-sails arc ready to 

swell — 

To the boak— I am with thee — C'olumbia 

farewell I 
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TO LADY H 



ON AN OLD RINO FOUKD AT TUNBRIDOE- WELLS. 

Tlnbridge Wells, August, 1805^ 

"When Grammont frryc'd these bappy springs 
And Tunbridg-e saw, upon her Pantiles, 

The memest wig-ht o^ ail the kings 
That ever rul'd these g-ay, gallant isles; 

Like us, b} day, thsy rode, they walkM, 

At eve, they did as we may do, 
And Grammont just like Spencer talk'd 

And lovely Stewart smii'd like you ! 

The only different trait is this. 
That woman then, if man beset her, 

"Was rather givn to saying **yes," 
Because, as vet, she knew no better! 

Each night they held a coterie, 

Where every fear to slumber charm'd 

Lovers were all they ought to be. 
And husbands not the least alarmed ! 

They cali'd up all their school-day pranks, 
Nor thought it mi^ht their sense beneath 

To play at riddles, qui»>s, and cranks. 
And lords show'd wit, and ladies teet&v 

As — " Why are husbands l:ke the Mint !" 
Bncause, forsooth, a husband's duty 

Is jiMt to set the name and print 
That give a currency to beauty^ 
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** Why is a garden's wilder'd maze 
" Like a young widow, fresh and fair !" 

Because it wants some hand to raise 
The weeds, which ''have no business there!'' 

And thus they miss'd and thus they hit. 
And now they struck and now they parried, 

And some lay-in of full-grown wit. 
While others of a pun miscarried. 

'Twas one of those facetious nights 
That Grainrnoot gave this forfeit ring, 

For breaking grave conundrum rites, 
Or punning ill, or — some such thing ; 

From whence it can be fairly trac'd 
Though many a branch and many a bough, 

From twig to twig, until it gvac'd 
The snowy hand that wears it now. 

All this I'll prove, and then — to you 
Oh Tunbridge ! and your s;>rings ironical, 

I swear by H — the — te's eye of blue 
To dedicate the important chronicle. 

Long may j^our ancient inmates give 
Their mantles to your modern lodgers, 

And Charles' love in H — the — te live. 
And Charles' bards revive in Rogers ! 

Let no pedantic fools be thefe, 

For ever be those fops abolish'd 
With heada as wooden as thy ware. 

And, Heaven knows ! not half so polished. 



I 



iriMaiaMMBMHMi^lfl 



AND OTHER POEMS. ^261 

11 receive the mild, the gay, 
few, who know the rare delight 
ling Grammont every day, 
acting Grammoat every night I 



TO 



. mind how the pedagogue proses, 
want not antiquity's stamp, 
», that's so scented by rOses, 
never must smell of the lamp. 

3e, whose withering kisses 
3 long set the loves at ^efiance, 
3ne with the of science blisses ! 
fly to the blisses of science ! 

Sappho, for want ofemployments, 
e o'er, her Ovid may melt, 
nn'd but to read of enjoyments, 
3h wiser Corinna had felt. 

■ you to be buried in books— .- 
PannyI they're pitiful sages, 
auld not in one of your looks 

[ more than in millions of pages ! 

ftmy finds in your eye 
3r light than she studies above, 
usic must borrow your sigh 
le melady dearest to love. j 



262 EPISTfiES, ODES, 

In Ethics — 'tis you that can check, 
In a minute, tlieir doubts and their qui 
rels; 

Ob ! show but that mole on your neck, 
And ^twill soon put an end to their mora! 

Your Arithmetic only can trip 

When to kiss and to count you endeavoui 
But eloquence glows on your lip 

When you swear, that you'll Ibye me ft 
ever. 

Thus you see, what a brilliant alliance 

Of arts is assembled in you — 
A course of more exquisite science 

Man never need wish to g'o through ! 

And, oh ! — if a fellow like me 
May confer a diploma of hearts, 

With my lip thus I seal your degree, 
My divine little Mistress of Arts! 
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EXTRACT 

FROM 

" TflE DEVIL AMONG THK SCHOLARS."* 



NOSTOr TlVO<t>Ml}: rATIIEPOX. 

Chrysosi. Homlin. in Epist. ad Hebrteop. 



♦ 



Kut, whither have these gentle ones, 
^he rosy nymplis and black-eyed nuns, 
"With all of Cupid's wll i romancing", 
tiCd TCiy truant brains a dancing ! 
Tnstcad of wise cncomiastics 
Upon the Doctors and Scholastics, 
I*olymaths, and Polyhietors, 
IPoIyg-lots and — all thci • sisters, 
The initant I hare got the whim in, 

OiF I fly with nuns and w )men, 

tjike epic 'poets, ne'er at ease 

Uutii I've stol'n " in medias res "* 
So ha^e i known a hopeful youth 

Sit down, in quest of lore and truth, 

* 1 promised that I would give the remainder of 
this Poem, but, as my critics do not seem to relish 
the sublime learning which it contains, they shall 
have no more of it. With a view however to the 
edification of these gentlemen. I have prevailed on 
an industrious friend of mine, who has read a great 
number of unnecessary books, to illuminate the ex- 
tract with a little of his precious erudition. 






Absorbs the boy, ne into ^.. ^ 
And through the window of his sti 
j Beholds a virgin fair and ruddy, 

j I W ith eyes, as brighiy lurn'd up 

■ l The angel's| were on Hyeronymt 

* Mamurra, a dogmatic pbilosophe 
(doubted about any thins^, except who w 
*' t\iilla de uiiquan' pnctercjuam de f 
vit *' In vit. — He was very learned — 
(that is, in his head wiien it i^ as open 
que heiirte le i cis^an, lc*H(^breu choqu 
pour nc point parli*! de la mauvisst 
du Latin avpc le Grec," etc. iSce 
MontmauTf Tom. ii. page 91. 

f Bombastus was oi.c of the name 
scholar and quack I'aracelsus. ** P 
bastus latet sub splendido teeminc 

Ehrasii Faracehi" tays iStadeVius de 
iteratorum vaniiatc — He used to 
every nigbt with a broarl-sword, tc 
terror of his pupil ' porntus, vi ho h 
circumstance. (Vide Oporin Vit. < 
Gryph. Vit. Select miorundam E 
fie.) Paracelsus had but a poor o\ 

-J /cnvQ lip in hi« P* 



laying, '(wu jnat as sweet to kits ber— uti '■ 
iVar more sireet than reading Cicera ! 
Quick flj the folios, widely scatter'^, 
Old Homer's laurell'd brow is batter'd* 
^Dd Sappho's skin to Tully 'b leather, 
.All are confua'd and tost together : 
Slaptur'd lie quits each do^iog' sage, 
Oh woman ! for thy loreltcr pajfe ; 
Sweet book ! UDlihe the books of ail . 
Whose errors are thy fairest part ; 
In whom, the dear- errata column 
Is the best page in all the volnmc, 
But, to be^n in my subject rhyme— 
TTwas just about this derihsh time. 
When scarce there happcu'd any frolics 
That were not dono by Diabolics. 
\ cold and loveless son of Lucifer, 
Who woman soorn'd, nor know the use of hciv 
A branch of £>agon's fomity, 
(Which Dagon, nbcther He or She, 

voir ''i7*arTQn)'n>of™votij&ov|iuiiiito™»o« Cltni. 
Ak^and. Strvmat. Now, hoiv an BngBl ooiilcl scoM 
witlioul a toa|iuc, 1 shnll leave tlie ang?lic Mrj>. 
to deletmiiia. 

» The idea of ilio Ralibins aiioul tlie i.tisjn of 
-.voman is singular. Tliey tliinli tha: man was oti- 
■inally Ibrmeil ivill> a (ail, like a iiinnlicy, but thai 
IM Deilj cat off tliia appendage lieiiiriil, and mndi- 
woman of it. Upun this extra ardioaty EiippOii!lo'> 
the Ibllotting reflection is IbundEdi — 
If f uch is the tic lictween women and men. 

The ninny who ueds 19 a pitiful elf, 
Forhctskesto '"■ -■' '■'- ■■'—' — -- 



Ard, knnwinEhiBwife Jsno.mQretlwntAiti\\, 
Why Ac-Icn i-«!liPit)chiu<lhim »lmuc\i «L«fe*. t. 



Jl)6 EPISTLES, ODES, 

fs a dispute that vastly better is 
Referr'd to Scaliger* et cseteris,} 
Finding that in this cage of fools. 
The wisest sots adorn the schools. 
Took it at once his head Satanic in. 
To grow a great scholastic mannikin. 
A doctor, qnite as learn'd and fine as 
Scotus John or Tom Aqiiinas,f 
LuUy, Hales irrcfragabilis 
Or anj' doctor of the rabble is ! 
Tn languages,! the Polyglots, 
Corapar'd to him, were Babel sots ; 
He chatter'd more than ever Jew did. 
Sanhedrim and Priest included, 
Priest and holy Sanhedrim 
Where onc-and-seventy fools to him ! 
But chief the learned demon felt a 
Zeal so strong for gamma, delta, 

* Scalig-cr. de Emendat. Tempor. — Dagon wa? 
Ihouglit by others to be a certain sea-monster^ whd 
came every day out of the Red Rea to teacb the Sy- 
rians husbandry. See Jacques GaJJareVs Curiosites 
jnouiesy Chap. i. He says he thinks this story of 
ihe sea-monslcr "carries little show of probabilily 
with it." 

•j- I wish it were known with any degree of cer- 
tainty whether the Commentary on Boethius, attri- 
buted to Tliomas Aquinas, be really the work of 
this Angelic Doctor. There are some bold asssr- 
tions hazarded in it: for instance, he says tliat Plato 
kept school in a town called Academia, and that 
Alcibiades was a very beautiful woman whom some 
of Aristotlo^s pupils fell in love with. " Alcibiades 
mullier fuit pulcherrii.'ta, quam videntes quidam 
<nfcipuli Aristotelis, etc. See Freytag. Adparat. 
TAtterur. Art. 86. torn. i. 

i The following compliment was paid to Laur 
rentius Valla, upon his a.c;c\xt«X^ Vtvw?V6d^«a of the 
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That, all for Greek and learning's glory,* 
He nightly tippled " Graeco more," 
And never paid a bill or balance 
Except upon the Grecian Kalends, 
From whence your scholars, when they want 

trick ! 
Say, to be At-tick's to be on tick ! 

Nouc postquam manes dpfunctus Valla petirit, 
Hon audet Pluto verba Latina loqui. 

Since Val arrived in FJuto^s shade. 

His nouns and pronouns all so pat In, 
Pluto himself would be afraid 

To ask even •* what's o'clock" in Latin ! 

These lines may be found in the Auciorum Ckmie 
of Du Verdier (page !290 an excellent critic, if he 
could have eitheir felt or understood any one of the 
works which he criticises. 

* It is much to be regretted that Martin Luther, ' 
with all his talents for reforming, should yet be vul- 
gar enough to laugh at Canierarius for writing to 
him in Greek. *' Master Joachin" says he, ** has 
sent me some dates and some raisins, and has also 
written me two letters in Greek. As soon as I am 
recovered, I shall answer them in Turkish, thai hn 
too may have the pleasure of reading what he does 
not understand." — '• Graeca sunt, legi non pos- 
8unt," is the ignorant speech attributed to Accur- 
sius ; but very unjustly — far from asserting that 
Greek could not be read, that worthy jurisconsult 
upon the Law 6. D. de Bonor. possess, expressly 
says, ** Graeca; literae possunt intelligi et Ic^i.*' 
(Vide J^ov, Libror. Rarior. ColUciion Fasciculi 
IF'.) — Scipio Carteromachus seems to thmk that 
there is no salvation out of the pale of Greek Lite* 
rdture: " Via prima salutis Graia pandetur ab urbe." 
And the zeal of Laurentius Rhodomannus cannot be 
sufficiently admired, when he exhorts his country- 
jnen ** per gloriam Christi, per salutem patriae, per 
reipublicse decus et emolumentium" to study the 
Greek language. Nor roust we foi^et Fhavorinus, 
Ihe excellent Bishop of Nocera, who, careless of all 
the usual commendations of a ChT\sX\a.i\, \«q^>x«^ 
no further eulogium on his tomb t!haT\ ^^liL^wX^^"^ 
a Greek Lexicographer." 
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In logics, be was quite Ho Panu !^ 
Knew as much as erer man Imew* 
He fought the combat syllogistic 
With so much skill and art eristic^ 
That though you were the learned Stagyrit^ 
At once upon the hip he had you right I 
Sometimes indeed his speculations 
Were riewM as dangerous innovations. | H 
As thus — the Doctor's house did harbour a I V 
9weet blooming girl, whose name was Bn^ | £ 
bara: I i 

Oft when his heart was in a merry key, 
He taught this maid his esoterica. 
And sometimes, as cure for hectics, 
Would lecture her io dialectics. 
How far their zeal let him and her go 
Before they came to sealing Ergo, 
Or how they placed the medius terminus.. 
Our chronicles do not determine us ; 
But so it was — by some confusion 
In this their logical pnelusion. 
The Doctor wholly spoil'd, they say, 
The fig^ref of young Barbara ; 

* O IIANX The intioduction of this language 
into English poetry has a good eSocU and ought 
to be more universally adopted. A wojrd or two of 
Greek in a stanza would serve as a ballast to ibe 
most ** light o* love*^ verses. Ausonius, among the 
ancients, may serve as a model ; 

Ov 7a? fioi ^t^.ts £71 V in hac regione, luvovn 
A^t ab nostris emS ivia esse naativaiT. 
Bonsard, the French poet, has enriched bis scMineti 
and odes with mariy an exquisite morsel from the 
Lexicon. His Chere Enielechiet in addressing his 
mistress, is admirable, and can only be matched by 
Cowley's ArUiperiataais,. 

•f The first figure of simple qrllogisms, to whiel) 
Barbara belongs, toge\h«i ^W C«V«Re«^^I$«xU^«nd 
FerJo. 
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Jknd thus, by many aware sopliistio, 
^nd enthymeme paralogfisticy 
Seguil'd a maid, who could not g^ve, 
So save her life, a negfative.^ 
Xn music, though he had no ears 
Xbccept for that among the spheres, 
(Which most of all, as he averred it, 
Se dearly lored, 'cause no one heard it,)[ 
"Yet aptly he, at sight, could read 
Xa6h tuneful diagram in Bede, 
Jknd find, by Euclid^ coroUaria 
The ratios of a jig or aria. 
Sut, as for all your warbling Delias, 
Orpheuses and Saint Cecilias, 
He own'd he thought them much surpassed 
By that redoubted Hyaloclastf 
Who still contriv'd by dint of throttle, 
Where'er he went to crack a bottle ! 
Likewise to show his mighty knowledge, he^ 
On things unknown in physiology. 
Wrote many a chapter to divert us, 
Like that great little man Albertus, 
Wherein he show'd the reason why. 
When children first are heard to cry, 

* Because the three propositions in the mood o^ 
Bartiara are universal affirmatives. — The poet bor- 
rowed this equivoque upon Barbara from a curious 
S^igram which ^lenckenius gives in a note upon 
his Eaaays de Charlataneria ErudHorum. In the 
JSTuptioi PertpateHcoe of (-aspar Barlaeus, the reader 
will find some facetious applications of the terms of 
logic to matrimony. Crambe^s treatise on Syllo- 
a^ms, in Martinus Scriblerus, is borrowed chieiy 
uom the M/ptitt Peripaieticce of BarlaBus. 

f ~)r Glass-JBreaker — Morhofias has given an ac- 
count of this extraordinary man, in a wot^i^^Vu^- 
961682, "De vitno ceypho frftcto," eXc. 
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If boy the baby chance to be, 
Ue cries OA I— if grirl, OE !— 
These are, says he, exceeding fair bin 
Respecting their first sinful parents ; 
^^ Oh Ere !'' exclaimeth little madam, 
While little master cries " Oh Adam I'" 
In point of science astronomical 
It seemM to him extremely comical 
That, once a year, the frolic son 
Should call at Virgoes house for fun. 
And stop a month and blaze around her 
Yet leave her Virgo, as he found her ! 
But, 'twas in Optics and Dioptrics, 
Our daemon playM his first and top tricks. 
He held that sunshine passes quicker 
Through wine than any other liquor ; 
That glassesi^re the best utensils 
To catch the eye^s bewilder'd pencils ; 
And though he saw no great objection 
To steady light and pure reflection. 
He thought the aberrating rays. 
Which play about a bumper's blaze« 
Where by the Doctors look'd. in common, on. 
As a more rare and rich phenomenon ! . 
He wisely said that the sensorium 
Is for the eyes a great emporium, 
To which these noted picture stealers 
Send all they can and meet with dealers. 
In many an optical proceeding 
The brain he said show'd great g^ood breed- 
ing ; ' 

* This is translated almost literally firom^pas- 
<»ge in Alberius de Seeretis, etc. — I ha?t not the book 
by me, or 1 would transcribe the words. 
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>r instaDce, when ogle women, 

L trick which Barbara tutorM him in,) 

[though the dears are apf to get in a 

range position on the retina, 

st instantly the modest brain 

oth set them^on thoir legs again \* 

ur doctor thus with " stufTd sufficiencv' 

f all omnigenous omnisciency 

Bg^n (as who would not begin 

hat had, like him, so much within ?) 

o let it out in books of all sorts, 

olios, quartos, large and small sorts ; 

Dems, so very deep and sensible 

hat they were quite incomprehensible,! 

pose, which had been at learning's Fair, 

nd bought up all the trumpery there, 

* Alluding to that habitual act of the jud;;meiil, 
r which, notwithstanding the inver-iiou of the 
lage upon the retina, a correct impreb:>ion of the 
)ject is conveyed to the sensorium 

f Under this description, I believe, " the Devil 
Tiong the Scholars may be included. Yet Leibneitz 
und out the uses of inconiprehensibiliiy, when he 
as appoi4ited secretary to a society of philosophers 
: Nuremberg, merely for his meiit in writing aca- 
Ulistical letter one word of which neither they 
5r himself could interpret. Seethe Eloge Hisio- 
que de M. de Leibnitz^ fEurope Savante. — People 
fall ages have loved to be puzzled. We find Ci*" 
)ro thanking Atticus for having sent him a work of 
srapion ** ex quo (says he; quidem ego (^uod inter 
3s liceat dicere) millesimam partem vix intelligo.'* 
ib. 2. Epist 4. And we know that Avicen, the 
>arned Arabian, read AristotIe*s Metaphysics 
Hrty times over, for the supreme pleasure of being 
t>le to inform the world that he could not compre- 
md one syllable throughout them. JS^icholast 
Husa in Fit. Acicen. 
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'J'Uc tattcr'd rags of every vest, 

In which the Greeks and Romans drest. 

And o'er her figure ewoln and antic | M 

Scatter'd them all with airs so frantic, 

That those, who saw the fits she so had. I h 

Declared unhappy ptosc was mad i I 

tilpics he wrote and scores^of rebnases, I ^ 

Alias neat as old Tumebus^s ; 

Kg^ and altars, cyclopcedias, 1 ( 

GrammarSf^prayer books-— oh ! twere tedious, { i 

Did I but tell the half, to follow roc, . 

Nor the scribbling bard of Ptolemy, 

No — nor the hoary Trismegistus, 

(Whose writings all, thank Heaven! hare 

missM us,) 
E'er fiird with lumber such a ware-room 
\s this great *' porcus literarum !^ 



FRAGMENTS OF A JOURNAL.* 

TO G. M, ESQ. 

FROM FREDEmiCKSBUBGU, VlRGLMA^f JCNE 2d. 

f )>:ar George ! though every bone is achiog. 
After the shaking 

* These fragments form but a small part of a n* 
diculous medley of prose and doggerel, into which, 
for my amusement, i threw sonic oftlie incidents ot' 
my jouruey if it wer'; evep in a more rational 
form, there is yet much of it too allusive and too 
personal for publication 

f Having remained about a week at New-Yoik, 
where I saw Madame Jerome Bonaparte, and felt a 
slight phock of an earthquake, (the only things xhv. 
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'— IVe bad this week, orer mts knd ridgea,* 

And bridfrea. 
Made of a kw uneasy planks,! 

In open ranks. 
Like old women's teeth, all looselj tbromi 
Over rirera of mud, nhose names alone 
Wotildmake the knees of Btouteat man knock 

Rappahannock, 
Occoquan — the heaTcns may baHMnr ut ! 
Who ercr beard of names so barbarous ! 



canB'idiiTBble lalpnis Mr Wicltharn, one of Iheii 

roannprs ann morie ofV^li- would Ho hnnour la Iho 
moat cuttlvalerl aociolir- Jucli;e Marahatl, ihe au- 
thor of ^'aahingion's I. iH is anoihec very diuiu- 
5uihheriarnBni8nt of Kiotiiiioncl. Theae gentlemgn, 
mud observe, ore of 'iiat respectable, but at pr«- 
■ent, unpopular party, ilir Feiferalists. 

• What Mr. Weld says of tlie continual aeceMitr 
of balHDCing or iriiMniiie the ^lage. in paning ovei 
■Ofoe of the wjetchert marfs ia \iiierica, ii by no 
means exagi^rateri, '' The driver frequently had to 

carriaiie, first al one Eicie then on the other, to !»•• 
vent it from oTetsetllng in tile deep ruts with which 
(he road abuunris! ' iNuiv, |enilenien, to the right)' 
upon nhich the pas^engert all stretched their bodies 
halfway out of the carriage, to liallaDce it on that 
side. > Now, Etntlpiaeii to the htltj' and soon " — 
ITtld'.Traxdi, Lcller 3. 

t Before the stage can pass one of these brid|e), 
the driver ia obliged to stop and Htrange the loose 

Clanks nf which it is coii^jiosed, in the msntier that 
est sniti htg ideas at salr.y : and. as the planks aiti 
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Worse than M***'s Latin, 
Or the smoothe codicil 
To a witch's will, wHere she brings her cat 

I treat my goddess ill, 
(My muse I mean) to make her speak ^em 
Like the Verbum Graecum, 
Spermagoraiolekitholakanopolides,* 
Words that ought only be said upon holida 

When one has nothing else to do. 
Bat dearest George though every bone 
aching 
After this shaking. 
And trying to regain the socket. 
From which the stage thought fit to rock 
I/ancy I shall sleep the better 
For having scrawld a kind of letter 

To you. 
It seems to me like — " George, go« 
night !»' 
Though far the spot I date it from ; 
To which I fancy, while I write, 
Your answer back — " Good-night t* 
Tom." 

But do not think that I shall turn all 
Sorts of quiddities, 
And insipidities. 
Into my journal ; 

was at some pains to imagine a precarious kind 
bridge for the entrance of paradise, in order to i 
bance the pleasures of arrival : a Virginian brid 
1 tbmk would have answered his purpose completf 

*£rcpM07o^aioJUiu^oXoxavoiruXifcs, From the 1 
sistrata of Anstophanes, v. 458. 



That 1 shall fell jou the different prices 
Of eating, drinking-, and anch other rices. 
To " cootumace your appetite's acidities r' 
No, no; the Muse too delicate bodied is. 

For such commodities '. 
Neither suppose, like felloir of college, she 

Can talk of conchology, 

Or raeteorolt^y ; 

Or, that a njmph, who wild as comet errs. 

Cao discuss barometers, 
Farmiog tools, statistic histories. 
Geography, law. or such like mysteries, 
Cor which she does'ot care theo skips of 
3Prettiesl flea, that e'er Ibelips of 
Catherioe Roacbe looked aoiiling upon, 
When bards of France all, odd by one, 
Deciar'd that never did hand approach, 
Such a flea as was caugbt upon Calhreioe 

Roacbe !" 

Sentiment, George, I'll talk when I've ^t 

And botany — 

• This phrase is taken verbatim from an accoum 

nf au expeiitioQ ID Druminnnd's Pond, by one of 

thoae many Americans who profess lo think ihat [he 

EnElish ianKiiage, as il has oeen hitherto ivrilien. is 

of the savans of Waeliinglon is far advanced in Ihe 

Uitmak. 

t Alluding to a callectinn of pnemi, called " La 
Puca dea grarnls-joure do Pnitiars." Thay were all 
wrinea upon a flea, which Stephen Pasquier found 
on the tiosam ofttie famous Catherine dea Roaches, 
one nomiug during the grioida-juur) a{ PoUieia I 
aik paidoo of iha learned Catherine's memory, fin 
my vulgai alteralion of hot moai leapeciabla name. 
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From adulterous g^ardeiiB to 
I'll send you some Dionse M 
And, into Bartram's book if ; 
Pretty and florid description 
This '< ludicrous, lobed; cs 
ot— "t 
The Lord deliver 
Think of a vegitable being * 
And, George be i 
rU treat you too, like Lianc 
(Nor thou be risil 
With aU the views so strikioj 
Which one might have of 
If it were visible. 



■• 1 



And now to tell you the g« 

Of my stage socic 

There was a quaker, who r 

took. 
Pious andbisr as a Polvirlott 



AHS OTBEB POBHS. STT 

Thftt lips M ready for » loTflTi 
'Shoold not beneath tbeir mtiy casket carer 

Ooe tooth of pear!!* 
But, like a ro«e beeide the church-yard-stone. 
Be dooro'd to blush o'er numy a rooulderioe; 

There was • • • * 
niere was a atndent of the college too. 

Who said 
Afnch more about fhe riches of his head 
Hiao, if there were an iocome-tax ou 

Bis head could reoture toackDowledseto. 

I atk'd the Scholar, 

If his— what d^je call her ! 

Alma Mater and her Bigbop 

Pn)perl]> folloir'd the Marquis's wish up,t 

migbt be seen, were it not for the ^reslneis of th' 



'Polyniwus wasthefirei painter, says Pliny, wh. 
showed Uieleeib in hlsponmils Hewouldicarct 
ly I think have been lempiBc) to cuch an ionoralioii 
ID Amsrica. 

t Tb« Marquis de Castellui, in his wlss letter to 
llr. Medison, l^rafessot of I'hiloHipby iniheColttue 
qf William end Mary HI Williamsbui^ti, dwells 

Aooldbapaidtodarcbs. See his Travel). This 
ctl!l«!,e, the only one in the Elate of Virginia, Bu'L 
tlie flnt which I saw in America, gave me but a met' 
Bncholy idea of republican seals of learning. That 

■ '-r ihe elegancies of education, which 

- -■ affect, is no wh^re mots 



> look for B( , , 

Mosne* than politKinns; end bb eiety thing that 
aMmintshes rnxn the multilude is Kipposed lo be 
ihtHims and uapopnUr, Ihe levelinf lyffem is aj>- 
^■dtO*duntiDD,andhas bad tlidcKct trbkhilf 
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And were much advancingf 
In dancing ! 



The evening now grew dark and still; 

The whip-poor-will 
Sung pensively on every tree ; 
And straight I fell into a reverie 
Upon that man of gallantry and pith, 

Captain Smith.* 

partizans c(Hild desire, by producing a most extra- 
si ve equality of ignorance. The Abbe Baynal, in 
his prophetic admonitions to the Americans, diiect* 
ing their attention very strongly to learned etfab* 
lishments, says '* When the youth of a country are 
seen depraved, the nation is on Ihe decline.** Iknov 
not what the Abbe Raynal would pronounce of this 
nation now, were he alive to know the morals of the 
young students at Williamsburgh ! But when lie 
wrote, his countrymen had not yet introduced the 
** doctrinam deos spernentcm** into America. 

* John Smith, a famous traveller, and by ftrtbe 
most interprizing of the first settlers in yixgintL 
How much he was indebted to the interesting young 
Pocahuntas, daughter of King Powhatan, may be 
seen in all the histories of this colony. In the dedi* 
cation of his own work to the Dutchefa uf Richmood 
he thus enumerates his bonnes Jbriune*: " Tttny 
comfort is, that heretofore honourable and veituoitt 
ladies, and comparable but among themselves, ban ' 
offered mc rescue and protection in my ereatesl . r 
dangers. Even in forrame parts I have felt relief i '. 
from that sex. The beauteous lady Trabigiaiida« ' 
when I was a slave to the Turks, did all she coold 
to secure me. When I overcame the Badiaw d 
Nalbrits in Tartaria, the Charitable lady Callamata 
supplied my necessities. In the utmost of m^ ex* « 
tremities, that blessed Pocahontas, the great Kn^ i 
daughter of Virginia oft saved my life." j 

Davis, in his whimsical Travels through Ameriea, '. 
has roanufectuied into a kind of romance th^ kmf j| 
of Mr. Rolfe with this " opaci maxima niondir ' 
Pocahuntas. 
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And very strange it seem'd to me, 
lat, after having kissM so grand a 
Line as Lady Trabig^anda, 

By any chance he 

Could take a fancy 
► a nymph, with such a copper front as 

Pocahuntas ! 
id now, as through the gloom so dark, 
le fire-flies scatter'd many a fiery spark,* 
• one that glitter'd on the quaker's bonnet, 

I wrote a sonnet. f 



two lines more had just completed it : 
t, at the moment I repeated it, 

Our stage, 
liich good Brissot with brains so critical- 

And sage, 
IJalleth the true " machine political")^ 

The lively and varying illumination, with which 
se fire-flies liglit up the woods at night, gives 
te an idea of enchantment. *' Puis ces mouches, 
l€velIoppant de l*obscurit6 de ces arbres et 8*ap- 
cfaant de nous, nous les voyions sur les orangers 
ims, quails uiettaient tout en feu, nous rendant 
lie de leurs beaux fruits dorcs que la nuit.avait 
ie," etc. etc. See VHistorie des Antilles, Art. 2, 
p. iv. liv. 1. 

For the Sonnet, see page 122. 

"The American stages are the true political 
riages.*^* Brissot's Travels, Letter 6th.--There 
lotbing more arousing than the philosophical sin- 
ia of these French travellers. In cme of the 
ersof Claviere, prefixed to those of Brissot, upon 
ir plan for establishing a republic of i)biloaO' 
TS in some part of the western world, he intreats 
not to be particular in choosing a place ** where 
re are no musquetoe?: forsaoth, ne quid tevgK]X>Vv- 
^trimenti caperet ! 
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With all its load of uncles, scholars, mea 
Togeihet jumbled, 
Tumbled 
Into a rut and fell to pieces ! 

* * • * « 

Crood night ! — ^my bed must be, 
By this time, warm enough for me, 
Because I find old Ephraim Steady, 
And Miss his niece are there already ! 

Some cavillers 
Object to sleep with fellow- travellers-; 
But * • • • 
Saints protect the pretty quaker, 
Heaven forbid that I should wake her ! 



TO A FRIEND. 

When next you see the black ey*d C<Ujii 

The loving languid girl of Hayti,* 

Whose finger so expertly plays 

Amid the ribbon^s silken maze, 

Just like Aurora, when she tiesw 

A rainbow round the morning skies 1 

Say, that I hope, when winter's o'er 
On Norfolk's bank again to rove, 

And then shall search the ribbon store 
For some of Caiy'g softest love. 

* Among the West-Indian French at Norfc 
there are some very interesting Saint Doinin|;o^ 
who, in the day, sell miUi^ry* etc. aad at night i 
semble in little ootillioD parties, where they dai 
away the remembrance of tbeii^ unfortunate coi 
trjr, and forget Um miseries whiob **les amis c 
Twin^ have brought upon theov 
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Quid not like the glow were past, 
et want it not entirely n«w ; 
bright and strong enough to last 
bout — suppoee a week or two, 

rever frai), however light, 

ill do, at leaat, to wear at night : 

Ml you'll tell onr black-ej'd Cat^ — 

loving, laognid girl of Hayti ! 

rate mnlo cum Plaloaa, quus cum aliia lecte 
uld latber think wmoglfwilh PIbio, itun light- 



BT, niy love, we ne'er were sages, 
It tmBt me, all that Tulty's zeal 
rew'd for Plato's glowing pages, 
i that, and more, for thee I feel ! 

ite'er the heartleaa world decree, 
owe'er unfeeling pmdea condemn, 
ay ! I'd rather tin with thee, 
aan live and die a saint with diem ! 



SONG. 

'BBon thatlipfor aminntehave gaa'd, 
ttathonnnd temptaUana beset me, 
I've tbongfat, ai U>e dear little ratuM 
yon roia'd, 
nr deliciOni 'twonUlw-'ifToii'dMiiW' 
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Then be not so an^iy for what I have done, 
Nor say that you>e swomHo forget me ; 
They were buds of temptation too pouting to 
shun, 
And I thought that — you could not but let 
me! 

When your lip with a whisper came close to 
my cheek, 

Oh think how bewitching it met me f 
And plain as the eye of a Venus could speak, 

Tour eye seem'd to say you would let mef 

Then forgive the transgression, and bid me 
remain, 

For in truth, if I go, you'll regret me ; 
Or, oh ! — let me try the transgression agaio. 

And I'll do all you wish — will you let me ^ 



FROM THE GREEK.* 

IVe prest her bosom oft and oft ; 

In spite of many a pouting cheek, 
Have touchM her lip in dalliance soft, 

And played around her silvery neck. 

But as for more the maid^s so coy, 
That saints or angels might have seen us ; 

She's now for prudence, now for joy, 
Minerva half, and half a Venus. 

Aoxcto Kvaawav ^ocMOfiai apyufirw 
Omw y o^po7fveiav 6Ktv iKov oX\* crincqiMiv 

IlapShEvov ovi(pi£irov Xcif ov ayaivo|icvf)v. 
*H(ii<ru 7op Ila^D, to d' opivii<ru 8ca»ev ASuvq* 

AvTop eyv iicovor mofw oftOoTcpw. 
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When Tenus makes her bless me near, 
Why then, Minerva makes her loth ; 

And — oh the svireet tormenting dear ! 
She makes me mad between them both ! 



ON A BEAUTIFUL EAST-INDIAN. 

If all the daughters of the sun , 

Have losing looks and eyes of flame, 

Go, tell me not that she is one — 

'Tfras from the wintry moon she came ! 

And yet, sweet eye ! thou ne'er wert giren 
To kindle what thou dost not feel ; 

And yet, thou flushing lip — by heaven ! 
Thou ne'er wert made for Dian's seal ! * 

Oh ! for a sunbeam, rich and warm 
From thy own Ganges' fervid haunts. 

To light thee up, thou lovely form ! 
To all my soul adores and wants : 

To see thee burn — to faint and sigh 

Upon that bosom as it blazM, 
And be, myself the first to die. 

Amid the flame myself had raLs'd ! 



To 



I •KNOW that none can smile like thee, 

But there is one, a gentler one. 
Whose heart, though young and wild it be^ 
Would ne'er have done, as thine has done. 

When we were left alone to-day. 
When every curious eye was fled, 

And all that love could look or say. 

We might have iook'd we m\^^t Vswe^'w.^ 



• 
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Would sfie hayci felt me trcanblingf press, 
Nor trembling press to me again ? 

Would she hare had the power to bless, 
Yet want the heaat to bless me then ? 

Her tresses too, as soft as thine — 
Would she have idly paus'd to twine 
Their scatter^ locks, with cold delay, 
While oh ! such minutes pass'd away, 
As heaven has made for those who love ? 

For those who love, and long to steal 
What none but hearts of ice reprove, 

What none but hearts of fire can feel ! 

€ro, go — an a2B|f ulgar years 
May now^T^BTO, be sighed away, 

Before one blessed hour appears. 
Like that which we have lost to-day ! 



AT NIGHT.* 



At night, when all is still around. 
How sweet to hear the distant sound 

Of footstep, coming soft and light ! 
What pleasure in the anxious beat, 
With which the bosom flies to meet 

That foot that comes so soft at night ! 

And then, at night, how sweet to say 
"'Tis late my love !" and chide delay, 

Though still the western clouds are bright ; 
Oh! happy too the silent press, 
The eloquence of mute caress, 

• Thew lines allude to a curious lamp, which has 
tor Its device a Cupid, with the words "at nkhl" 
written over him. 



AND eTHER POEMS. ^8; 

With those we love exchang-'d at night ! 
At night, what dear employ to trace, 
In fancy, every gplowing grace 

That's hid by darkness from the sight ; 
And guess by every broken sigh, 
What tal^s of bliss the shrouded eye 

Is telling from the soul at night! 



TO 



I OFTEN wish that thou wert dead. 
And I beside thee calmly sleeping ; 

Since love is o^er and passion fled. 
And life has nothing worth our keeping ! 

No— common souls may bear decline 
Of all, that throb b'd them once so high ; 

But hearts that beat like thine and mine, 
Must still love on — love on or die ! 

Tis true, our early joy was such. 
That nature could not bear th^ excess I 

It was too much — for life too much — 
Thougli life be all a blank with less ! 

To see that eye so cold, so still, 

Which once, oh God ! could melt in bliss- 
No, no, I cannot bear the chill : 

Hate, burning hate were heaven to this ! 



END OF THE SECOND VOLUME • 
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